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PUCK’S PERPLEXING POSITION—BETWEEN TWO EVILS. 


Pucx.—“ Well, I want to be an Anti-Monopolist; but not if ¢ha/ is one!’’ 
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A PUCKOGRAPH OF 
POSTMASTER-GENERAL JAMES 
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CARTOONS AND COMMENTS. 


AY +7 HEN the Herald, years ago, gave the 
English language the word éuchu as 
an adjective, it did better service than 

it knew. ‘‘Buchu”’ is a more useful word, for 

Americans, than ‘ pinchbeck”’ or ‘ Brumma- 

gem.’’ It implies more; it is more in harmony 

with our institutions. ‘The curse of the patent 
medicine is on our land. The idea of the 
patent medicine permeates all our system of 
civilization, ‘There is no good deed done with- 
out the buchu elemeat being apparent in the 
doing of it, There is no progress, no improve- 
ment, no reform, without the suggestion of 
buchu. Buchu means humbug, sham, pious 
pretence. These few remarks are suggested by 
the recent appearance of Mr. John Kelly as 
the champion of Anti-Monopoly. He has rid- 
den into the lists with a blare of trumpets and 

a rolling of drums, and all over the trappings 

of his horse, and on the banners of his squires, | 

we see Mr. Kelly’s advertisement: 


‘TAMMANY HALL, 
THE OLD AND RELIABLE. 
Every INDUCEMENT OFFERED TO DEMOCRATIC | 
CUSTOMERS, 
PATRONAGE SOLICITED. 
J. KELLY, Boss. 
* 














Mr. Kelly is a champion of the Anti-Mono- | 
poly cause just as the vender of ‘ buchu’’ pa-_ 


tent medicines is a benefactor to the human 
race —because it pays him. Not in money, 
perhaps; but in advertising, in popularity. Mr. 
Kelly is neither a first-class statesman nor a 
first-class fool; but he has many of the qualities 
of each. He has observed the growth of the 
popular feeling against the monopolistic ten- 
dencies of modern commerce and finance in 
this democratic country. He iuas seen that the 
people are beginning to squirm uneasily under 
the heels of unprincipled plutocrats, like Van- 
derbilt and Jay Gould and the Waterers of the 
Elevated Roads. It has struck him that there 
was something to be done in a ‘‘deal’’ with 
that pseudo-organization which calls itself the 
Anti-Monopolist party. Hence the gratuitous 
demonstration of last week. But Mr. Kelly has 
made a mistake. If he had been a first-class 
statesman, he would have seen that the move- 
ment against the tyranny of misused capital 
had not yet reached sufficient proportions to 
make it a tool for even the most skillful of poli- 
ticians. As things stand, he has only weighted 
his own party with the responsibility of an issue 
of, as yet, doubtful popularity, and has dis- 
credited the good faith of many honest and 
disinterested reformers. 
# . % 

It was our boyish idea that the whole duty 
of the President of the United States was to 
‘‘eat molasses candy, and swing upon the 
gates.’ President Arthur could tell us better. 
We doubt if any man before him found the 
presidental chair thicker stuffed with nettles. 
An unpopular man, he succeeds a President 
whose memory is peculiarly dear to the hearts 
of the people. He goes about his business with 
the unpleasant feeling that a sharp-eyed nation 
is watching him to see if he will do anything 
out-of-the-way. Hanging to his coat-tails is the 
wreck ofa party thoroughly hated and distrusted 
by the pegple —a party? a section of a party, 
rather. The principles and the disciples of his 
predecessor are left a legacy upon his hands, 
He has made no declaration of his intentions; 
and so everyone is interested in knowing what 
he will do. ‘The entire army of office-seekers 
is watching him with hungry eyes. If he is to 
satisfy everybody who “expects something’ 
of-him, he will indeed be a conjurer. In the 
capacious presidential hat are there good things 
enough to go round and leave something over 
for the prestidigitator ? We fear not. We have, 
in fact, a well defined idea that if President 
Arthur wishes to tread the path of duty, he will 
have to cut his prize-show short, and take as 
hard a road as Jordan ever proved to a weary 
sinner’s feet. 


* 


* * 


Individuals who have been accustomed to 
buy their pool tickets as regularly as they take 
their matutinal cocktail and their Puck, have 
been of late considerably exercised by the 
different obstacles thrown in the path of their | 
favorite amusement. How they think of the 
palmy days of old, now passed away and never 
likely to return, when a pool ticket could be 
bought at every corner of the street, when the 





click of the register, the sound of which in 
most instances was the only value the purchaser | 
got for his money, was heard from early morn | 
far into the watches of the night! Ah! those | 
were indeed glorious days, and life was then | 
worth living for. Now all the excitement and 
delight has been entirely knocked out of it, and 


| the wicked tyrant Mayor Grace, the street- 


cleaning hero, has covered himself with addit- 
ional laurels of infamy by using his power and | 
influence to keep these cultured resorts closed. 


* 
* * 


_ His success, however, can oaly be partial. 
The gambling spirit is too strong to be put) 
down because a conscientious Mayor attempts 


to do the duty that has been neglected by 
others. Still, if the little amusement is forced to 
be carried on in a way that will lessen the out- 
rage against public decency, it will be a great 
feather in the cap of the Mayor. ‘The pool- 
sellers who found a rest for the soles of their 
feet in the balmy atmosphere of Hunter's Point, 
have even in that Elysium had difficulties to 
contend with, notwithstanding the eminent 
fitness of the place for the carrying on of the 
business. We think, if the decision of the ques- 
tion as to their being allowed to stay there were 
left to us, that we should permit them to do so, 
because it would be so convenient to have all 
the nuisances together in a limited area. The 
grand jury and the police and the Mayor and 
the Governor could then get at them whenever 
they felt so inclined. 


* 
* * 


It would be a great blessing, and Hunter’s 
Point, as a place of resort, might rival Ceney 
Island and Saratoga in attraction, provided 
there was no interference with its now famous 
and historic odors. All the bogus doctors who 
practice without the intervention of diplomas 
or the knowledge of the human frame might 
be transplanted thither. ‘Tammany Hall might, 
too, find a delightful home. The commodicus 
vehicle known as a New York Stage could run 
there without receiving the amount of abuse 
from every unfortunate passenger to which it is 
accumstomed in New York. ‘Then, when the 
pool-rooms and all the other standing annoy- 
ances were comfortably established through the 
instrumentality of Mayor Grace, the announce- 
ment would be made that a delegation of citi- 
zens—we suppose a lady is a citizen—wished to 
wait on him for the purpose of returning thanks. 
The mother, because her son had no longer the 
temptation to gamble in the pool-room; the 
merchant or banker, whose clerks have now 
less reason for robbing their employer; the 
mother-in-law, whose daughter may, perhaps, 
have a chance for a slight modicum of happi- 
ness by her son-in-law’s enforced renouncement 
of the pool-room, and many otiers. Let the 
memorial tablet, the design for which we have 
submitted in our cartoon, be at once executed 
and put on the walls of the City Hall, 

# 


* * 

We venture to think that President Arthur 
and his administration will not place them- 
selves in a ridiculous position in the eyes of for- 
eign countries by asking Italy to return Fspo- 
sito, the alleged brigand, to the United States. 
If, unfortunately, Esposito should not be the 
man wanted by the Italian police, it will be 
awkward, not to say unpleasant, for him to find 
himself a ruined but a free man, It is true he 
will still have the privilege of going back to 
New Orleans and once more selling bananas 
and peanuts, but this privilege may not make 
up for the loss of his liberty. Mr. Esposito, 
whether he be brigand or bananaist, has not 
been treated well. But he was extra lited in 
what appeared to be a proper form. If it was 
not properly done, our government is alone to 
blame; and we must not make ourselves a 
laughing-stock of the world by appealing to 
Italy for help in the matter. Somebody high 


{in authority ought certainly to be rapped 


over the knuckles for permitting an impudent 
understrapper of a clerk to sign extradition 
documents that may cause an innocent man 
to be cruelly punished. But now that it is 
done, we cannot help ourselves, and must try 
not to do it a ain, Esposito was unfortunate 
in his counsel. If they had done their duty by 
their client, whether they had thought him to 
be inn cent or guilty, Esposito would still be 


_under the protection of the Stars and Stripes, 


and not surrendered to Italy until he was dis- 
covered to be, beyond all doubt, the monster 
that it is alleged he is. 
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GAUL. 
Our Visitors—Who They Are. 


WHAT THEY ARE MERE FOR. 


PUCK INTERVIEWS THEM—SPECIAL REPORT 
All for 10 Cents. 














No vessel that ever had a quarantine officer 
aboard of it was more anxiously looked for than 
the steamship “‘Canada”’ of the Compagnie 
Générale Transatlantique, that had on board 
the distinguished French visitors who have 
come to attend the Yorktown Centennial Cele- 
bration. 

When the great ship was sighted, the lock- 
ers of the health-officer’s cottage were over- 
hauled for a French flag, which was hoisted 
over the building. 

After tremendous preparations and necessary 
repairs, four United States men-of-war were 
made to float temporarily, and succeeded in 
getting within sight of the ‘‘ Canada”? without 
accident, although they all tried their level best 
to reach their haven of rest at the bottom of 
the sea. The “ Lancaster’’ and ‘ Kearsarge ”’ 
having got most comfortably and firmly wedged 
in the sand, their officers and crew piped to 
prayers to return thanks for their salvation from 
drowning. The “ Vandalia”? and “ Yantic”’ 
were fortunate enough to be enabled to trust 
themselves out of soundings in consequence of 
their having an extra supply of life-preservers 
on board. 

Congress will be asked to vote the necessary 
sum for the purchase of these things. We don’t 
very well see how it can refuse, as France 
might consider us inhospitable if any of her 
representatives lost their lives through ventur- 
ing on board the glorious specimens of naval 
architecture that constitute our navy. 

The distinguished delegation seemed very 
much syrprised and delighted with the appear- 
ance of New York; but were rather disap- 
pointed when they were told New York was 
not Yorktown, and that there were still a few 
good-sizd blocks to travel before reaching their 
destination. It required all the French at the 
disposal of M. Louis de Bébian, agent of the 
line, and Mr. Frederick W. Seward, of the re- 
ception committee, to explain that the celebra- 
tion was to take place in Virginia, several hun- 
dred miles away from the port of New York. 

After marching up Broadway, escorted by 
the Seventh Regiment, Commandant Lichten- 
stein, who represents the President of the 
French Republic, and the Marquis de Rocham- 
beau expressed a desire, in the name of the 
French people, to know what was the result of 
the work of the State Convention. Had the 
Demi-breeds or Stalwarts gained the victory? 
Did M. Jean Kelli make a good President of 
the United States and Canada? ‘These impor- 
tant questions had worried them considerably 
during the voyage, and prevented them from 
being sea-sick. 

They also desired to learn if Lawrence Bar- 
rett was playing Richelieu; and if so, at what 
time the first train started for Yorktown? Hav- 
ing received satisfactory answers to these ques- 
tions, they dispersed to their boarding-houses, 
in various parts of the city, and heard the min- 
strelsy of the great American tom-cat, whose 
moonlight hymns calls forth the iron boot- 
jack, 

A representative of Puck started out in quest 
of the Frenchmen after they had landed and 
the excitement of handshaking was compara- 
tively at an end. He wanted to meet the noted 
visitors in their native restaurant, untrammeled 
by diplomatic nonsense, and in a general free- 
and easy mood. 

After a diligent search he found a number 





of them taking dinner in a French restaurant 
on Wooster Street, one of these places located 
under a feather-duster factory, with a bad tri- 
color painted on the window, where a regular 
dinner and a bottle of wine may be had for a 
quarter, 

When the Puck man entered, the illustrious 
visitors were getting down to the tail end of 
the dinner, were ordering more wine, were 
making a great deal of noise, and looking like 
Olivette comedians in their cocked hats. 

“Who is that galoot over there ?’’ was first 
asked of the proprietor, 

‘“‘ That is Commander Lichtenstein; he re- 
presents the President of the French Republic.”’ 

“T see he does—in spring-bottom pants. 
What he ought to do is to shoot the horseshoe- 
pin and celluloid cuffs. How old is he ?”’ 

“Oh, about fifty,’? responded the hash- 
jerker, rubbing his sides at the prospect of a big 
sale. 

‘“‘ Fifty, eh; in the army ?” 

- 66 Yes.”? 

‘* On space or salary ?”” 

“* Don’t know.”’ 

‘“‘ Pretty good-sized man,’’ went on the re- 
porter. ‘Do you think he would object to be- 
ing measured ?”? 

‘‘He might, being pretty strong.”’ 

“Yes, he is strong,’’ continued the reporter, 
dreamily. ‘I tell you, he’d be a fine speci- 
men to have on a Weehawken market-farm. 
He could everlastingly hammer a mule, or jerk 
turnips out of the ground. Do you think he 
could be rented ?”’ 

Here the proprietor stepped off to get some- 
thing, and the conversation was abruptly ended. 
Then the reporter took a look at them critically. 
They were well-behaved, as a rule, and didn’t 
eat off their knives, or scratch their necks with 
their forks, or put their feet on the table while 
smoking. 

‘The Marquis de Rochambeau is rather an 
intelligent-looking man, with a banged mous- 
tache and ears like coupons. He is statuesque 
as a cigar-store figure. M. de Coicelle is a grand- 
nephew of Lafayette, and he sports on it. He 
has a long Hamlet stride when he feels well, and 
when he moves along he looks like a pair of 
six-dollar editorial shears in action. 

General Boulanger wears a pair of low-cut 
shoes, surmounted by a pair of blue-check 
uppers, and carries a twenty-five cent cane, 
with a head of Ariadne on the handle, It was 
presented to him by Cyrus W. Field, who is 
going to get up a scheme to raise money to give 
them a surprise frog-dinner. He eats maccaroni 
by the yard, and carries a pet frog in his vest 
pocket. | 

These were the important persons in the 
crowd. ‘The others were the representatives of 
the Ministry of the Navy and Fine Arts and 
other understrappers, unworthy of the space 
which their personnel would occupy, so the 
reporter didn’t write them up, but lit out. 








A Prussian policeman drove a three-inch 
nail into his own forehead with a curtain-rod. 
A New York policeman, with his ordinary club, 
would have obtained the same dénotiment on an- 
other man’s forehead. 





THE summer hat is off the cops, 

No wren around the door-step hops, 
The farmer’s yanking in his crops, 
The base-ball player’s playing stops, 
The buckwheat cake our vision tops, 
The clerk on wearing dusters drops, 
And joy our rosy fancy props 


With dreams of sausage and porcine chops.. 





A VERY enthusiastic meeting of the Woman’s 
Suffrage Party took place last week in Irving 
Hall. Five cartloads of hairpins were taken 
the next day from the building. 





Puckerings. 


ULsTER Co. is the place that every one wants 
to get into now. 





Query—Revised Version: Where was ex- 
Governor Moses when the light went out? In 
the Tombs. 





Now that the French are with us, all the 
frogs have retired from business for the re- 
mainder of the year. 





“Ou, dry up!’ as Autumn said to the leaf. 
“‘T’m not so green as I was,’’ replied the leaf: 
“so I'll take your advice.”’ 





Now that it is too late for boys to go swim- 
ming in the river, all the policemen are to be 
found lying around on the docks, 





THE small boy who swapped off his sled for 
a jack-knife and a base-ball last Spring is now 
about as sick as any one who can be found out- 
side of a hospital. 


Ir the Italian Government would only mis- 
take Ex-Senator Conkling and John Kelly for 
Sicilian brigands, and demand their extradi- 
tion! The Stalwart and Tammany vaeancies 
could soon be filled. 





In that stronghold of civi! and religious lib- 
erty, Germany, the editor of a Berlin news- 
paper has been fined fifty marks for accusing a 
Police Commissioner of neglecting his duty. 
If this were always done here, the income of 
the city would be so large that taxes could be 
entirely done away with, 





It appears that the Irish lay claim to having 
discovered North America long before Colum- 
bus dreamt of crossing the Atlantic. At least 
it was so stated by a member of the American- 
ista Congress at Madrid. Judging by the popu- 
lation of New York, we don’t see how any- 
body can doubt the statement for a moment. 





THERE Is always so much spoiling of milk 
with chalk-water in New York and vicinity that, 
according to the latest most diligent researches 
of Professor Huxley, the chalk cliffs of Old 
England’s coast will disappear in twenty years, 
five months, nine days and six and one-half 
hours. 





Tue Co-Operative Dress Association of Miss 
Kate Field has its store now open. Co-opera- 
tors, subscribers, stockholders and the general 
public have now the inestimable privilege of 
buying for cash anything they like, from a cor- 
ner lot to a jack-knife, at the same price at 
which it can be bought in non co-operative 
stores. 





Ir is fortunate that we have no navy worth 
talking about. If we had, we shouldn’t know 
where to get respectable officers for it. We 
don’t think that the Annapolis third-class cadets 


are eligible. ‘hey will never shine in the serv-” 


ice as gentlemen. Still, this is a free country, 
and the profession of Bowery rough is always 
open to them; they have many qualifications 
for the business. 





A “society”? reporter of a New York paper, 
in writing about the numerousness of marriages 
in the Fall, carelessly used the words: “ The 
marriage bells are now in full blast.” Imme- 
diately he was ordered by the editor-in-chief to 
report to the ‘‘ Police Headquarter’s Man”’ of 
the paper for duty, and he is now considered 
the most elegant writer on the affairs of Mul- 
berry Street. 
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THE DESPAIRING DEBTOR 
TO THE DISGUSTED DUN. 


(After Tennyson—somewhat.) 


Ask me no more! The leech may draw my blood, 
The kite may stoop from heaven to seize his prey, 
The dun, by perseverance, get his pay— 

I’ve answered thee as calmly as I could: 

Ask me no more! 


Ask me no more! What answer should I give ? 
I’ve given thee solid cheek and played out lie. 
Ask me no more! or I may make thee die; 

Quick! from thy shadow my poor floor relieve: 

Ask me no more! 


[LaTER.] 


Ask me no more! My fate pro zem. is sealed! 
I strove against the stteam. ‘The struggle’s o’er; 
The cruel sheriff lays on me his paw: 
Squeeze not, good sheriff! At a touch I yield. 
Ask me no more! 
And he lit out—(ex-illuminavit.) P. A. 








IRON SOUP. 

AN attenuated individual with a great afflu- 
ence of hair, and a soft, seductive smile, gently 
swaggered into a restaurant down town not 
more than a week ago, hung his hat on a nail, 
took a seat, and commenced to drum for the 
waiter, ‘lhe latter appeared in due time, and 
began to brush around the tumblers with a great 





deal of energy. 


The diner ordered some turtle soup, and 


while he was sipping it, chipped in: 


‘Pretty good soup this; what’s tne vint- | 


age ?”’ 
“Ten a. M.!? replied the waiter, as he pre- 


pared to hurl the check down like a boomer- | 


ang. 
‘Made of land-turtles ?”’ inquired the festive 

guy. ae 

*¢ Lancd-turtles?”’ repeated the waiter in aston- 


ishment. | 


“Yes, land-turtles,’’ continued the diner: | 
“these b g, corpulent, speckled, Punch-nosed 
reptiles that walk around rye-fields with initials 
and dates cut on their backs ?”’ 

The waiter assured him that he was positive 
that that was not the brand of turtle employed 
in the construction of their best soup in the | 
city for ten cents a plate, including a roll. 

‘*No, I suppose it is not,’’? continued the | 
guest: ‘‘1 suppose it is not; I presume you use , 
these little black, red-spotted specimens that | 
infect woodland brooks and bird-stores at t re 
for a quarter. ‘These little polka-dot rascals 
that float on corks, chuck full of meditation. I 
suppose you get them in quantities and open 
them like Little Neck clams, and spring the 
result on innocent people for terrapin. Does 
my intellect light on the scheme ?”’ | 

The waiter didn’t reply, and the guest went | 
on: “§ 

“Perhaps you use snapping-turtles. ‘These 
fellows that grab at anything so hard that it 
makes them tired. ‘hese ignoble beasts that 
draw the skin over their eyes when you look at 
them, and who have skin enough for each eye 
to make a Masonic apron, strings and all, and—’’ 
_ ‘We use an iro: turtle,’’ broke in the waiter, 
who was tired of being guyed. 

‘* An iron turtle ?”’ 

‘Certainly, an iron turtle.’ 

“To make turtle soup ?”’ 

“‘Why, of course; to make-turtle soup, not 
to make lamb stew, or a fricandeau of nightin- 
gale’s soul, or an epigramme of tapir’s kidney.”’ 

**But,’’ said the diner, ‘‘ how do you make 
soup out of an iron turtle ?”’ 

“Why, we wind him up.’’ 

“Wind him up ?”’ 

‘Precisely; he has a key-hole in his back, 
you wind to your right, until you can’t wind 
any longer. ‘Then you throw him into the 





soup, and the machinery starts, and he kicks 


and splashes round for hours. We have a few 
eight-day turtles that —”’ 

‘* But where does the nutriment come from ””’ 
inquired the astonished guest in tones of ex- 
citement. | 

“Why, from the ingredients: the calf’s head, 
and the beef, and the carrots, and the lemon.’’ 

“Then, what is the use of putting in the | 
turtle ?”’ 

‘Why, he furnishes the motion.”’ 

‘* What, motion in soup ?”’ 

‘*Of course; we throw him into the soup, and 
he splashes round with his great paddle feet—’’ 

“To tone the system with iron ?” 

“Oh, no, just to keep the soup from burning. 
It’s a greit deal cheaper to work the turtle than 
to hire a boy to do the stirring.” 

Then the out-guyed diner left with a sadful 


look, as though he had just come down-stairs | 


with.some manuscript, and half-a-dozen series 
of editorial foot-prints all over him. 
R. K. M. 








A HARD OLD CASE. 
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CIvIL SERVICE :— ‘I’ve signed a good many pledges, 
but I ain’t reformed yet!” 





WHAT ARE THEY GOOD FOR? 


If you set right in the middle of a long 
series of political resolutions reported in any 
one of our E. C’s the following “ pi’? (4rminus 
technicus for letters mixed up): 


f,tcxeb esltllustinns. weHae ueulJrt’.gledana pontu,or 
aioe,rhAwb,ptropfe aefdnrbah, ,iruergneel1ffeyat osruespt 
olickoo atscortlr stereire rcohOseuo laofisvhaee nesSwo 
eiwn nt msernlcoam eetit’hseg oaiopoa,c ftsbaehc ojy 
hg vlayhltt iytae H-dsth. ynv-d leditrrw Mmaam?’ | 
sdu d sdpso edbi ake esact ethIc rcSiiei aii. ithr rhy 


Puck offers a big bet that not one of all the | 
readers ot the paper will notice it. 


THE early robins south have fled, 

The flowers all will soon be dead, 
And clumsy toads will hop not; 

Thanksgiving-dinner visions coil 

Around the gobbler’s head, and spoil 
His sanguinary topknot. 





FITZNOODLE IN AMERICA. 


No. CXCIII. 
An INTERNATIONAL CRICKET MatTcu, 

Ya-as I didn’t 

know that I was such 
a confounded aw 
idiot. I was positive- 
ly induced to go and 
witness a cwicket 
match the othah day 
at a place acwoss the 
y wivah. 
Y At the best of 
times I am _ nevah 
particularly fond of 
the game; but | 
weally cahn’t understand why I should have 
| taken the twouble to patwonize a match on a 
| day when the wind was boisterwous, and the 
| thermometah was not verwy far wemoved fwom 
fweezing point. 

It was Jack, howevah, who persuaded me to 
show myself on the gwound. ‘You know,” 
he wemarked: “it’s the pwopah thing to do. 
This aw pwofessional English team has come 
ovah he-ah, and it is our duty to show it some 
wecognition. If we didn’t, the men would 
think that they were being horwibly neglected.” 

Aw I couldn’t verwy well disagwee with Jack, 
so I aw went, aftah wapping myself well up in an 
ulstah, Quee-ah, aw Mrs, Fitznoodle wished 
to go too; but of course I couldn’t dweam of 
taking her in such unnaturwally fwigid weathah. 
I think she was wathah glad of it, faw no woman 
can evah care faw cwicket, much less an Amer- 
wican cweachah. 

I have fwequently been constwained to 
smile at the wemarks made by ladies that have 
fallen on my e-ah durwing the pwogwess of a 
cwicket match in “ Canterburwy week.’ I 
wemembah Lady Marwy Wuncorn asking one 
of the Zingarwi fellaws why the cwicketahs 
_ constantly said ‘‘ ovah,’’ when the match wasn’t 
ovah at all, and I laughed immoderwately aw. 

This particular twial of stwength was between 
eighteen membahs of an Amerwican cwicket 
club, and an eleven fwom Gweat Bwitain. 

Amerwicans, as a rule, cannot play cwicket; 
they don’t take kindly to it. ‘The game lasts 
too long, and takes too much time and twouble. 
‘There are, I believe, thrwee or four fellaws in 
Philadelphia who have given the pastime some 
little attention, and have made fai-ah pwogwess 
| in the differwent bwanches of the amusement, 

| ut whenevah any Englishmen meet them they 
'thwash away fwom them without the slightest 
twouble. ‘This particular team, a day or two 
befaw, had won a victorwy ovah the Philadel- 
phia club with the gweatest ease, in aw what is 
cailed one innings. No othah wesult could 
have been expected. 

I felt extwemely miserwable as I twied to 
keep my hands warm and take an interwest in 
what was going on on the aw Hoboken gwound. 
The St. George’s men—for that is the name of 
the club—were soon polished off for some 
sixty-five wuns, ‘Then two of the Eng ish team 
went to the wickets, and aftah they had al- 
lowed themselves to wetire faw west, then 
Midwinter and Ulyett began to dwive the ball 
all ovah the countwy, and to score twemen- 
dously. When the stumps were dwawn, I was 
considerwably welieved, as 1 felt I had done 








| maw than enough by honorwing the pwoceed- 


ings with my pwesence, where there are such 
bwoken down and wough surwoundings. | 


| weally have no ide-ah how the match ended, 


but when I left, it looked verwy much as if the 
visiting team were going to take a lease of the 
stumps faw an indefinite perwiod aw. 


THE QUESTION of the hour: Is your ulster 


| out of hock? 





















































|| blacked and look first-rate.” 
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WHAT WE MAY EXPECT IN THE NEAR FUTURE—— 
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Ir THE PRESENT FLUSH TIMES CONTINUE MUCH LONGER TO ALLEVIATE THE MISERIES OF THE LABORING CLASSES. 








A DOMESTIC TALE. 














During the cold snap last week Mr. Brown, 
of Harlem, started to black his shoes, when his 
wife interrupted him by saying: 

‘““Why, Algernon, your boots are already 


| ‘‘T know that perfectly well,’ he snarled 


back. 
“Well, why don’t you leave them alone? 


| the button flew off the back of my shirt, and | thrown away. 





Why do you wish to black them again?”’ 

“T’ll tell you, if you won’t say anything 
about it to the neighbors.”’ 

“T won’t,’’ she said, nervously. 

‘Well, I’m just doing it for the exercise; I 
want to get warm.”’ 

‘Really ?’’ she inquired. 

“ Really,’’ he replied. 

“‘Then,’’ said his wife with a smile of tri- 
umph: ‘‘ you had better pitch in and polish 
the stove. That needs ashine, and the exer- 
cise will not only keep you warm, but do you | 
good; for it will bring all your muscles into 
play.”’ 

“Oh, it will, eh?’’ yelled her lord, sarcas- | 
tically, as he turned up his nose until it looked | 
like a pair of opera-glasses.”’ 

“Yes, it will,’ she yelled back: “when you | 
stoop to get at the feet you have rowing; when | 
you get under it to brush the bottom you have 
swimming; when you scurry around it you have 
pedestrianism, and when you touch ah t part 
by mistake, you have your running jump and—”’ 

“‘Madam,”’ said he, with great dignity: “dry 
up; I don’t want any stove-athletics in mine, 
I don’t want any advice. If I take it into my 
head to study art, I don’t want you to say the 
best thing for me to do is to take a crack at 
the wood-pile. I want you to keep your mouth 
shut—if you can. Do you tumble ?”’ 








' collar down by holding my ears over it.’’ 


| fused the lap-dog with tears. 


“Algernon Brown,’’? she screamed as she | FROM BLOOMINGDALE. 
brought her foot down like a scuttle of coal, 
and jolted the lap-dog off the sofa, and almost | 
broke up his nervous system: ‘‘ don’t I slave 
my life out for you?”’ | 
‘Certainly you do, but how about the but- 
tons you don’t sew on tight? The other day 


BLOOMINGDALE, Oct. 5th, 1881. 
To the Editor of Puck — Sir: 

Inclosed find a very cleverly composed list 
of anew cabinet. I think any further words 
in its favor would be utterly unnecessary and 
Here is the list: 
my collar worked up on the top of my head, 
and a man down the street asked me where | 
struck the linen aureole. I had to keep the 


For Secretary of Treasury, 
Jay GouLp. 

For Secretary of War, 
LIEUTENANT FLIPPER or CADET WHITTAKER. 
‘or Attorney-General, 

Mr. Howe or Mr. HuMMEL. 

For Secretary of the Interior, 
WHITELAW ReEIp or GEORGE FRANCIS ‘TRAIN. 
For Secretary of State, 


Then he jumped through the door like a race- Henry Warp BEECHER. 

horse, while his wife retired to the sofaand suf | For Postmaster-General, 
M. | AntHony Comstock or Mr, ‘‘ STAR-ROUTE”’ 
| GEORGE Brapy. 
For Secretary of the Navy, 
Mr. Roseson, 

The publication of this list in your valuable 
paper will be the first step in the right direc- 
| tion to make an end of all the schemes recom- 
mended in the papers of every potitical shade. 
In Australia a fine kangaroo Pror. KATZENBUCKELHEIM, 
Concluded to make him a stew, Inventor of the Only Navigable Air-ship. 

So he gathered some bones, gales . 
And some smooth, shining stones, icici 
And for seasoning, added some glue. 
A dolphin once went on a time, 
In a sunny and tropical clime, - 
He lay on the sand, 
And with his fins fanned 
Himself in a manner sublime. W. F. 


‘You could do that first-rate,’’ she yelled, 
triumphantly: ‘‘ your ears are large enough to 
hold anything down from a bull-dog to a bal 
loon. If you could get your ears on the cir- 
culation of a prosperous paper, you could keep 
it down so that it would die inside of two 
weeks,”’ | 








A man who was leading a goat, | 

Said: ‘ Billy on green things doth dote;”’ 
But the goat shook his head, 
And ere that day had fled 

He dined on the man’s Sunday coat. 








DvrincG this and next month corn huskings 
will agitate the rural mind. It is stated that the 
| man who finds a red ear is at liberty to kiss any 
girl in the party. Spilkins states that he has a 
little girl whom he kisses whenever he pleases, 
and the great charm of it, he claims, is that he 
| doesn’t have to do any husking. 
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rPUCE. 





A RANDOM RHAPSODY. 





«« Xerxes did die, 
And so must I.” 
._New England Primer. 

Over the Styx, 
Will oil and water mix? 
Will Bridget Brady 
And my lady 
Still keep a little shady, 
When they meet, face to face, 
In space ? 
Will a scamp 
Of a tramp 
Have wings and things, 
And hold an ever-burning lamp, 
While he sings? 
Will he be pure as little Fanny Freer, 
Who was drowned last year ? 
Would you bet a hat 
There’ll be any use for a Democrat 
In Heaven? Wouldn’t it bear on 
Old Charon 
Too heavily, to ferry one over 
Into clover? 
And will brogue 
Really be in vogue 
Where opal-amber clouds of Paradise 
Float and rise ? 
Will long lost ‘‘h’s’’ hang 
From swaying boughs 
Where sainted jackdaws browse 
With song as sweet as Nilsson ever sang ? 
Will the sad ghosts 
In gloomy hosts 
The old inanities rehearse 
Of Tupper’s perished verse ? 
Oh! what would reimburse 
Departed souls for hearing Tupper, 
Even after an ambrosial supper ? 
Do you think a Jerseyman 
Will ever scan 
‘The holy houri ballet 
Periodically 
Dancing down the valley, 
In the Regions of the Blest, 
Seraphically drest ? 
Do you think the nectar 
Of a spectre 
Really will be good to drink? 
Don’t it seem a trifle flat 
After Pommery and that 
Sort of tipple? 
Will it ripple 
Down the hillside in a stream, 
As you’ ve seen it in a dream? 
Are there breweries in Heaven ? 
Do the Saints arise at seven? 
Are the children forced to stay 
In the nursery night and day? 
Do they play 
Cricket and croquet 
In the milky way? 
Shall I have to ask 
For the Man in the Iron Mask ? 
Or will I know him? 
And will Junius rank above him 
Or below him? 
If I meet with Shakspere then 
In the air 
Shall I love him ? 
Does he walk with any one but Keats 
In the streets ? 
And tell me, if you please, 
Will Béranger lie at ease 
Under ever-flowering trees ? 
Will Sappho sing a solo, 
And Byron play at polo 
With Aristophanes ? 
Will Cleopatra’s wings be tiny ? 
Does she get on well with Phryne? 
Won’t dear old Theocritus 
Make a fuss 
When Tennyson arrives, 
With his sweets from Syracusan hives ? 





| 











UNNECESSARY PRECAUTIONS. 
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JOHN KELLY:—L’Erat c’est MOI, AND I’M THE STATE TOO, TLL HAVE YEZ TO ONDHERSHTAND. 


KAPE OUT, YE MURTHERIN’ SPALPEENS ! 








Will barrels there be seen 
In the area? 
Will Carlyle take quinine 
For malaria ? 
Will Napoleon sniff a violet, 
And Villon trill a triolet ?- 
And poor Charles Baudelaire— " 
What demeanor will he wear ? 
Won’t the talk of Lamb and Hood 
Be particularly good ? 
And when the evening thickens, 
And the eye of Dickens quickens, 
As ‘Thackeray and Hunt 
Come strolling to the front, 
Will nut the scintillations 
Of the different conversations 
Be especially bright ? 
Will not Juvenal.and Swift 
Very naturally drift 
Together, 
Bound by humor’s sturdy tether? 
I shall love to see 
With whom old Horace roams, 
Waiting for Holmes. 
Won’t he very likely stray 
With Moliére or Rabelais, 
Or, discussing Euthanasia, 
With Aspasia ? 
Will the little girls and boys, 
For their mirth, 
Use those very pretty toys 
Known as creeds upon the earth? 
And will Buddha and Mahomet 
Watch the orbit of a comet ? 
And Confucius and Joe Smith 
Discuss the incarnation myth, 
And get up a cachinnation 
Over transubstantiation ? 
Won’t the priests of all the gods— 
Too many by all odds 
To be named— 
Be a little bit ashamed 
They defamed 
Each other so 
Here below? 
Won’t they wonder, when they’ re schooled 
In cosmology, 
They could have been so fooled 
By theology? 
Will they not rejoice with fervor strong 
They all were wrong ? 

C. C. STARKWEATHER. 


*Tis getting cold; the skies are drab, 
And not until next year we'll grab 
Our walking-sticks, and rudely jab 
Into the sand the soldier-crab. 











FREE-LUNCH. 





THE New York Svar is responsible for the 
statement that the first criticism on seeing 
Rossi will be i fate. It is only proper to add 
that a just criticism on seeing the average actor 
would be 7 hamfatio. 





A very-first-night young man, 

A beer-’twixt-tRe-acts-young man, 
A dreamy Homerical, 
Trinity clerical, 

Cocktail-at-morn young man. 





By Christmas-time there will be at least a 
dozen Hinglish lords here, and the New York 
“solitaire stud young man”’ is in a high state 
of anxiety and excitement at the prospect of 
exhibiting his cheap Anglomaniacal manners 
before the genuine article. 





A feet-on-the-desk young man, 
A tip-your-chair-back young man, 
A rather Byronical, 
Austin Dobsonical, 
Rhyme-on-the-spot young man. 





No, gentle Bandoline, we do not -egard the 
person you mention as the Bismarck of this 
great and glorious country. No doubt he is 
ponderous in his way, is an unmuzzled pundit, 
and can jerk a sonnet on any given subject 
while you wait; but he is not our Bismarck. 
Our biz-mark is as follows: $. 





A two-for-a-cent young man, 

A calico-shop young man, 
Very egotistical, 
Protestant-Episcopal, 

Dry-goods store young man. 





THE SWEEPERS of a good many down-town 
“‘ theatres’’ will be glad to hear that the whole- 
sale price of peanuts has advanced from 4% 
to 8 cents per pound, with still an upward ten- 
dency, as in consequence thereof the “ patrons”’ 
of these resorts most probably will reduce their 
former rations of this delicate fruit by one-half. 





Now the small boy goes a gunning 
In the woodland turning dun, 
And he whistles loud and merry, 
For his soul is full of fun; 
But his whistle ends abruptly, 
And he looks demure and glum 
When he gazes on the mosses 
At his sanguinary thumb. 







































































PUCK. 





TO A LANDLADY. 





Why is it that none speak of you with joy, 
You clumsy, greasy matron, old and fat ? 
It is because your chowder you alloy 
With rubber boots—the cheapest kind at that. 


Is it because you smell of kitchen steam, 
And on the sadness of your boarders dote ? 
Or are you guilty of that nameless scheme 
That for prime mutton substitutes the goat ? 


Ah, me, alack, Bismillah, scat, god wot, 
Methinks I tumble to your little game; 
I know why through all seasons, cold and hot, 
No poet breathes warm praises round your name: 


It’s all because you move, with growl and whoop, 
While all the world proclaims you wild and rash, 
Between the Scylla of imperfect soup 
And the Charybdis of improper hash! 
R. K. MUNKITYRICK. 








FIRST RHODOMONTADE. 


The Grand Duke didn’t want war. It spoiled 
the troops. ‘The Astor Library shall not be 
opened after 4 o’clock. It spoils the books— 
the gaslight does. And so seventy readers is a 
big day for the Astor; and the readers are the 
studious youth of the metropolis, who exercise 
the excellent stud of the institution (fone me), 
a few spectacled commentators on the iota 
subscript, and some advanced ladies, who are 
not sufficiently quite to pay for English edi- 
tions of the last utternesses in verse. 

Then there’s the Cooper. ‘ You can’t get 
in without a ticket,’’? says the Raphaélitic 
cherub at the door. ‘And where shall I get a 
ticket??? ‘At the office.’ ‘And when is 
your office open??? “From nine till five.’ 
‘* And'so is mine.”” 

We all know who learned to win from being 
beaten. ‘These people profess to be the ene- 
mies of drinking-places, Can they gather no- 
thing from their history of defeat? At any 
place along 14th Street, from 3rd to 7th Ave- 
nue, I can get in at any time befpre midnight 
—without a ticket. I need not begin to drink 
the moment I enter, on pain of suspicious 
glare; I need not talk in whispers - though I 
will not be allowed to make a noise; and I 
need not damn and disown my boots for squeak- 
ing; I can place my feet on the round of the 
next chair, aud my head can nod without hav- 
ing a white cotton finger on my shoulder and a 
ruffian brogue in my ear. Beyond all, | can smoke, 
and if | may not “‘ turn the round world over with 
my hands, reading those poets’ rhymes,’’ the 
twirl of a cunning bow will send it as far as 
the Prater or les Varietés, the better country, 
the upper day of Genée, Suppé, Audran; and 
my three beers will not cost as much as the sen- 
sation of being turned away from the door of 
a literary almshouse. Know, O man, that in 
this windy world, when your fro guo is no- 
thing, your guid will be the same. ‘Three is 
something in the nature of man that finally 
precludes him from giving unrestrictingly. He 
must, somehow, ha.e the obligation registered. 
Verily, all flesh is pork. Know it, O man, and 
cross Astor Place and pay for your books as 
you do for your beer. 

A propos of, white cotton fingers, the Finest 
are not all Cossacks of the Don, or even 
Croats. Herode and Blazius were coming 
down Bad Avenue one night last Summer, 
Blazius had long lost his personality, and his 
personalty was following suit. None of his 
money, of course, had got below 34th Street. 
His cane had been scared into the 25th Street 
gutter by the electric lights at that corner, and 
an invaluable but dangerous hammock hat had 
left his sconce beneath the 23rd Street L sta- 
tion. At 16th Stieet he called a halt. He 
would go no further. 

““ Ware cops!’’ said Herode. 


In vain the warning—and pretty soon 1398 | 


sauntered up and proceeded to extract Blazius 
from the sewer grating. Herode is, as you 
know, a man of ideas, with a big I. 

‘¢See here, Mr. Officer,’? he remarked: “ if 
I know the precincts, the nearest station is the 
Eighth, in Charles Street. Now, by assisting us 
to Thirteenth Street you will save steps for 
yourself and trouble for us.’’ 

And 1398, like a judicious collection of 
numerals, followed the advice, and shouldered 
them home, and, as they allege, put them to 
bed. 

“But how the deuce,’’ said Herode, doubt- 
ingly: “did he know which side I slept on?”’ 

“May he die an Inspector,’”’ he concluded 
relating the story. 

“You fool,’ said Blazius: ‘‘may he be pro- 
moted to the command of the 29th, and “en — 
I don’t want any orange in this time. You 
may give me one to eat if you wish; but a sour 
should have lemon in it.’’ 

But most of the Finest are Cossacks. I could 
multiply instances of their methods of govern- 
ment in our Bulgaria; but one is enough, aud 
here it is: 

On one of those nights which we miss some- 
how —the nights when there was yet hope, and 
we watched the Madison Square bulletin—I 
saw a Grayback tormenting a drunken fellow on 
a bench in the square. The sot was utterly 
mastered by his potations. His head would 
droop, and Grayback would pull his ear until 
he woke and swore, then he would grow limp 
again, and so on ad infinitum. Finest all the 
while evidencing the contemptuous enjoyment 
of a dlasé monarch in the amusement of the 
spectators and the drunkard’s discomfort—of a 
monarch of a lion-tamer rather. His whole 
manner said: Who but I, backed by my com- 
missioners, my inspectors, my justices, my cap- 
tains, may use the ear of an American citizen 
as doth a child the tempting tail of the abused 
house kitten? Who? 

I used to envy the Lardydahs. I saw them 
stand around the doorway in magnificent re- 
pose. I heard them talk about the $60 over- 
coats they were going to have built for winter, 
and I said: Who shall stand—who shall abide 
in the sight of a man whose outer envelope is 
nigh thrice more costly than his own? They 
did not wine much, neither did they beer. It 
did not strike me as strange. I thought, if 1 
thought of it at all: So, zrated cider at $3.50 
per dishonest quart, and punches of vitriol and 
water, retailed as ponies of French brandy at 
25 cents a hoof, may be too cheap for them. 
Who knows? Cleopatra drank a pearl, and, ac- 
cording to Maka, her clothes were no finer 
and certainly fewer than those of Lardydah 
dom. 

But one night Serafina introduced me to a 
friend of the Marquis, and I thought of Emer- 
son’s essay, and how beautifully he exalts cour- 
age of the head, which somebody—it’s either 
Eugene Sue or George MacDonald—the devil 
or Gabriel - debases, and so, though my knees 
trembled as they did at my first Rhetorical, I 
asked him to drink, thinking shiveringly of 
champagne cocktails for three. 

He smiled unctuously, and said: 

‘* Aw thank yeh; but I would take a glass of 
| beer—but I have a friend here who wouldn’t 
like to see me drink alone.”’ 

And yet I didn’t take; but Serafina winked 
and said: 

‘‘ Perhaps your friend will drink ?”’ 

I saw the friend’s ears prick up as he stood 
abstractedly apart, and we smiled. Serafina 
smiled at my ignorance, and I smiled at the 
cheapness of my enlightenment. And there- 
upon the Curate’s Daughter told a story of an 
adventure in the Land of Lardydahdom, which 
'may be contained, an ’t please you, in some 
| further Rhodomontade of 


CAPTAIN FRACASSE, 

















RHYMES OF THE DAY. 


A C.C. N. Y. young man, 
A rhetoric prize young man; 
A first in a class o’ nine, 
Y. M. C, Asinine, 
Rise-at-the-Bar young man. 
A. E. W. 





Now the straw hat with a whang 
On the floor we gayiy bang, 

Or permit it in the closet 
Like a piece of bacon hang; 


And the poodle may be found 
Running smilingly around, 

For he knows the season’s ended 
Of the muzzle and the pound. 


Now the angler’s joys amass 
As he lies upon the grass, 

And, his soul a-dream with whiskey, 
Yanks the everlasting bass. 


And the leaves begin to turn 
Red and yellow and adjourn, 

While the goat gets in his fine work 
On the sumach and the fern. 





Tis now the leaflets gold and red 
Are used to make the cow a bed. 


My nose is red, 
My lips are blue; 
The wind, like a knife, 
Goes through and through. 








SEE WORCESTER. 





There was a gallant named De Veau, 
Who said to his love: “ I'll be treau, 
Though oceans us peart, 
We'll never lose heart ;”’ 
And they bade each other adeau. 


A vicious old tramp, yclept Earl, 

Said “ His brain was’n a terrible whearl, 
Under the influence of liquor 
He felt as though he’d kicquor.”’ 

The brute! to talk thus to a gearl. 


A maid, sent to carry a vase, 

Started off with a most cheerful fase, 
But stumbled and fades 
Exclaiméed: ‘‘ Oh, Hades! 

This is a very unfortunate case!”? 





A remarkable politician from Troy 
Had a habit of saying: “‘ What do yer soy ?”” 
When an athlete standing by 
Beautifully blackened his y, 
And said: ‘“‘ How do you like that, mer boy?” 
Dusensury No. II. 





A festive and gay Esquimaux, 
Being tired of ice and snaux, 
Grew sick, sad and pale, 
And did wearily wale: 
‘<To the United States I must gaux.’’ 





There was an old person of Aix, 
Who died on the fifteenth of Maix; 
But excitement was rife 
When the corpse came to life 
And shrieked out: ‘ Don’t give me awaix!”’ 





There was a young man of Mauch-Chunk, 
Who a fortune in studying lauch sunk: 
He went down to Brighton 
His sorrows to lighton 
* # * # * + a * 


‘The police found him on the shauch drunk. 


jl.cW. 
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DEM. CONJUROR. 


TISFY ALL THE POLITICIANS. 
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AMUSEMENTS. 





We have already had one month of the Hanlon-Lees 
at ABBEY’s PARK THEATRE, and we are are quite ready 
for a second. 

It is the old, old story at the MADISON SQUARE THE- 
ATRE: ‘*The Professor,” ‘The Professor,” ‘¢ The Pro- 
fessor” and ‘ The Professor.” 

The perennial Lester Wallack is now enjoying the ap- 
plause of the Brooklynites at HAVERLY’s BROOKLYN 
THEATRE in “ Ours” and “ My Awtul Dad.” 

Last night the Audran Opéra Comique Company pro- 
duced «* The Snake Charmer,” which Mr. F. A. Schwab 
obtained from the composer, and brought over with him 
from Paris. 

There is no more delightful way of spending an even- 
ing than at Kos1£R & BIAL’s CONCERT HALL, to listen 
to Mile. Julia de Bertrand’s ‘¢ Lady Orchestra,” with beer 
accompaniments, and the Rainer family of Tyrolean 
warblers, who are sextuply encored. 

The Italians are getting altogether too much advertis- 
ing. They are just beginning to show us how to act, and 
putting us entirely out of conceit of those histrionic gods 
at whose feet it has been our wont to fall down and 
worship. Salvini commenced the business, and now 
comes Rossi, who has set the culchawed Bostonians wild 
with admiration. 

In **’49” Mr. and Mrs. McKee Rankin at HAVERLY’s 
FOURTEENTH STREET THEATRE have a play which may 
prove as profitable to them as was ‘The Danites.” It 
does not matter who wrote it, although Mr. Joaquin Mil- 
ler is said to claim the authorship, which Mr. McKee 
Rankin stoutly denies. There is nothing either new or 
original in “«’49,” and it is not neatly constructed; but it 
is quite strong enough to run. 

When we set out for prophecy, we always do it thor- 
oughly. Consequently, the STANDARD THEATRE is 
nightly crowded to overflowing. And why should it not 
be so? ‘ Patience” will soon be as well known as an- 
other of the works of Messrs. Gilbert and Sullivan which 
shall be nameless. No well-regulated young woman who 
has ever painted a pot can afford to miss seeing and hearing 
this triumph of zstheticism, and her soulful-eyed young 
man ought to lose no time in taking her. 

There is a live elephant atthe popular WINDSOR THE- 
ATRE, and the immediate cause of his presence at this 
very popular house is the fact that the Kiralfy Brothers, 
who are peerless in the line of stage spectacles, are pro- 
ducing “* Around the World in Eighty Days” there this 
week in grand style. A young fellow of our acquaint- 
ance named Puck put a girdle round the earth in forty 
minutes. The Kiralfys use Philadelphia time, and do it 
in three hours. (The curtain rises at eight.) 

Edwin Booth opened his engagement at BooTH’s in 
«¢ Richelieu.” It is dec'd-dly the best of his impersona- 
tions. Never was there a more enthusiastic audience in 
the theatre. Miss Bella Pateman’s ¥u/ie de Mortimar is 
worthy of high praise. Mr. Booth has also played, dur- 
ing the week, M/ac*eth and Othello, On Monday, Tues- 
day and Saturday nights he was announced to appear in 
«« The Fool’s Revenge,” and to-night and Thursday, and a 
the Saturday matinée, as Hamlet, ‘The supporting com 
pany is by no means as strong as it might be. 

At the FivrH AVENUE THEATRE, Mr. Lawrence Bar- 
rett is giving a round of his cha-acters. Mr. Barrett’s 
Richelieu is very much inferior to that of Mr. Booth, and 
it is unfortunate, for Mr. Barrett’s sake, that he should 
appear at the same time. Mr. Barrett’s acting does not 
improve. He isan actor of emphasis, and he catches his 
breath a great deal too often to be pleasant to an au- 
dience. There is no delicate shading in his manner of 
expression. He simply raises and lowers his voice. The 
support is not strong, but adequate. ‘* Hamlet,” « Mer- 
chant of Venice,” “ Yorick’s Love,” ** David Garrick ” 
and ‘‘Julius ” are to be produced this week. 

Mr. Frederick A. Schwab is the business manager of 
the Musical Festival which is to be given next May, under 
the direction of Mr. ‘Theodore Thomas, and has engaged 
Madame Amalia Materna as the principal soprano. Per- 
haps there is no living artist who is better qualified for the 
position, She is thoroughly identified with the Wagner- 
ian school, and is a singer of the very highest order, es- 
pecially in classical music. Her voice is of unusual vol- 
ume, compass and sustaining power. Madame Materna 
made her first stage appearance at Gratz in 1864. 
She has sung with great success in ‘*]’Africaine ” in the 
Vienna Imperial Opera House, and earned a world-wide 
reputation at the Wagner Festival in Bayreuth by her per- 
formance in the ‘* Nibelungen King.”? In England she 
has also achieved triumphs, and is to fill the leading réle 
in * Parsifal,” in Bayreuth, in August next. 


Mr. Edgar Faweett’s new comedy at Daty’s THE- 
ATRE, entitled ‘* Americans Abroad,” proved a great dis- 
appointment to everybody. After the good work of this 
gentleman, as exhibited in ‘* A False Friend ” and « Our 
First Families,” it was reasonable to expect something 
which, if not equal to these, would at least have certain 








SOME GARDEN-SASS. 


“Oh, lettuce sea-kale little shade; 
Onion-der hill there is a tree; 
?'Tis artichoke with dust,’’ she said: 


‘¢Gumbo! I make cucumber me.’’ 


Asparagus-hing lovers will, 


CHIC 






RY. 
Patented—H. C. D. 
let us seek a 
On yonder 
hot; I choke 
Come beau—-you come by 





As pair 0” gushing 


‘These lovyers spooned bean-eath the shade. beneath 
“Oh, for radish of cream to chill,’’ a dish 

She murmurs: “sorrel lemonade.’’ ora 
Quite hap-pea at the thought was she, happy 

But melon-choly was the beau. melancholy 
“She does not carrot all for me, care at all 

Endive a mind to tell her :o. And I’ve 
“Each morn I’m up potato-clock— at eight o’clock 

Do not take cress-the live-long day— take rest 
My little celery they dock, salary 

And now she’d cabbage all my pay.’’ cabbage 


Ilis pumpkin-deed began to show; 
G-rhubarb-erous thoughts within 
“There spinach charge made, Kate, 


That cream is poisonous,’ he said. 


“And if you take garlic-quid, why 


spunk indeed 

Grew barbarous 

There’s beena 

(They cream ate chew then) 


his head: 
you know 


take a liquid 


Take water; that beets lemonade; beats 


‘That leek-quid bum-parsley-s—you die— 


liquid bumper slays 


And—’’ “Water’s cheaper,’ laughed the maid. 


Oh, didn’t she turnip her nose; 


Her glances corn-ful squash-ed him, too. 
“Young mango home,”’ she said, and ’rose: 
“I always drop parsnip like you.’’ 


turn up 

scornful —squashed 

man go 

a snip H. C. Doncr. 








merit. In ‘¢ Americans Abroad,” there is little or none, 
and the play was received by the first-night’s audieuce 
with indifference. The dialogue is occasionally bright 
and clever; but as a dramatic work, ‘‘Americans \broad” 
is valueless. Mr. Fawcett calls it a comedy of interna- 
tional contrasts; but we fail to recognize in the exagge- 
rated and conventional types anything in the nature of 
international contrast. Dramatic authors who lay their 
scenes in foreign countries should have a good knowledge 
of those countries, and the manners and customs of their 
inhabitants. Mr. Daly’s company did all that was possi- 
ble with the speeches that were allotted to them. The 
play was well mounted. 


One of the most convenient theatre ticket offices in 
town is that of Brentano’s, at 5 Union Square. Seats 
can be secured there one week in advance. 








Ruswers oy the Auvions. 


HASELTINE.—She is very preciously too. 


J. E. W., Morristown, N. J.—Your verses would be 
very good indeed if they were built up about a little sol- 
ider idea. They are good, anyway, and might easily be 
given a bit more ‘udeedness. 


Neppy.—You can’t ‘See Worcester,” young man. 
Worcester can see you and go you several better. Your 
rhymes ought to bear some vague relation to the original. 
You might as well try to rhyme ‘ Williamson” and 
‘¢ gangrene.” 


X. CRUCIATING.—We don’t think you will do asa con- 
tributor to this paper. The kind of humor that you go 
in fer isn’t appreciated around here. But there is a fine 
future open to you as an undertaker, or a purveyor of 
minstrel jokes and obituary verses, or a corpse. 


Bocus ‘ SPOOPENDYKE.”—You may see the humor 
in using a respectable journalist’s om de plume to sign 


| a communication that would send you to states-prison; 


but if we find out your real name you will stand a good 
chance of being funny in the Tombs, and doing a humor- 
ous act before a jury. 


C. H., Boston.—We like to be asked scientific ques- 
tions. We keep a scientist tied up in the back-yard, 
ready io answer just such queries as you have put to us. 
But he broke locse last night and went on the war-path. 
When last seen he was striking out for Boston. He is 
six feet two inches high, disagreeable in disposition, and 
has been irritated for many years by the infliction of 
questions such as yours. If you meet him, ask him any- 
thing you want to know. 


LITERARY NOTES. 


The October number of Potter’s American Monthly 
contains the usual good number of interesting articles, 
and is profusely illustrated. 

«The Japanese Fairy World” contains pretty stories 
from the wonder-lore of Japan by William Elliott Grif- 
a The publisher is James H. Barhyte of Schenec- 
tady. 

Messrs. Keppler & Schwarzmann’s new publication, 
FICTION, continues to improve from week to week. It is 
difficult to say to what lofty eminence of perfection it will 
yet reach. 

‘« Sabine’s Falsehood ” is by the Princess Olga, and is 
published by Messrs. T. B. Peterson & Brothers. A story 
by a princess ought to be very good, especially when it is 
described as a charming love stury; but we can’t say any- 
thing about it, as we have not yet read it. 

Some time ago we credited to Mr. R. J. Burdette a 
poem called ‘*The Mad, Mad Muse.” Mr. Burdette 
wrote to us to say that the poem in question is not by 
him. Our careless literary editor has lost the letter and 
the name of the real author. If we ever find out who he 
is, he shall know that a wreath of immortality awaits him 
at this office. 

Mr. Moses King, of Cambridge, Mass., has published 
a neat pamphlet called ‘‘ The Poet’s Tributes to Garfield,” 
being a collection of poems written for the Boston Daily 
Globe, and some of the best of those that have appeared 
in other periodicals and newspapers. The names of Oliver 
Wendell Holmes, Joaquin Miller, John Boyle O'Reilly, 
Julia Ward Howe appear in the list. The pamphlet also 
contains a portrait aad a biography of the late President. 


Messrs. T. B. Peterson & Brothers have sent us a num- 
ber of books, all of more or less value and interest. 
There is ‘¢Gliddon’s Ancient Egypt,” which has more 
hieroglyphics in it than one can shake a stick at. ‘There 
is * Monsieur, Madam and the Baby,” a charming book 





by Gustave Droz, and fairly well translated by Reavel 
| Savage. There is ‘‘The Exiles,” by Victor Tissot and 
| Constant Améreo, trnsmogrified into English by George 

D. Cox. And, of course, there is a novel by the won- 
| derful Mrs. Southworth, the name of which has just left 
our memory without leave. 


The following numbers of Puck will be bought at this 
| office, No. 21 & 23 Warren Street, at ‘TEN CENTS per 
copy: Nos. 1, 2, 4, 5, 6, 9, 10, If, 12, 13, 14, 15, 16, 
17, 18, 19, 20, 21, 22, 24, 25, 26, 37, 38, 39, 40, 41, 42, 
43, 44, 47. 48, 50, 53, 56, 78, 79, 80, 82, 83, 94, 105, 
| 106, 107, 1v8, 114, 117, 121. 
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WHILE THEY PLAYED TRES JOLIE. 


Shimmer of gems in each shell-like ear, 
Shimmer of satin or black brocade 

(I marvel much that it is not clear 
In which of these she was last arrayed ;) 

At her creamy throat there was yellow lace, 

That a little gold dog-whip held in place. 
Wicked and lithe and sweet, 

From sleek head to small feet, 

From the soft brown fringe at her broad, low br w 
From the kerchief clinging her neck about; 
But it comes to my brain, and goes not out— 

I wonder where is my laay now ? 





For she danced so hard and she danced so fast, 
In the latest waltz of her latest ball 
(Did she dream at all that it was the last?) 
She fell from my arms. But the dead so fall; 
And I knew of a pang ‘neath the red and white, 
As of blade behind by the shoulders sped, 
With its tip twice turned in the heart. In fright 
They shrieked and crowded and stared and fled— 


Fled from me and what Death made mine. 
The flute’s wild treble, the drum’s mad whirr 
Ceased. In the vast, bare waxen shine 
Three of us—I, with Death and her. 


Diamond shimmer in shell-like ear; 

But the gray-green gems of her eyes unrayed 

Till my bosom chilled with a frozen fear, 

And shame of being of her afraid. 
There was yellow lace at her throat so fair, 
A little gold dog-whip held it there; 

Saintly and stark and sweet, 

From sleek head to small feet, 

From the fringe I kissed at her broad, low brow; 
From the throat, and kissed with the lace about; 
Then it came to my brain—it will ne’er go out— 

I wonder where ts my lady now ? 

A. E. “WATROUS. 








MARRIED MISERIES. 


WRITTEN EXPRESSLY FOR PucCK, BY ARTHUR LoT 








No. XTIL.—Croquet, 


THINK that I have told you all about 

our next-door neighbors; in fact, I’m quite 

sure that I have. Well, our next-door 
_neighbor’s wife’s sister, a charming young lady 
with enticing black eyes and curls, made our 
next-door neighbor a visit; and, as we were 
quite intimate with our neighbor, why, we na- 
turally saw his visitor quite often. 

One evening, at our tea-table, this young 
lady remarked: 

“Mr. Lot, I want you to join our croquet- 
club, and play with us. We have hired fine 
grounds, and we commence proceedings to- 
morrow.”’ 

“ But I am not quite sure that I care to play,’’ 
replied I. 

‘¢T won’t take no for an answer,’’ said she: 
* You must join.”’ 

Now, I must confess that it is very pleasant 
to be urged to do anything by such a charming 
person. ‘The way in which she showed her 
white teeth, flashed her black eyes, and shook 
her raven curls, would have melted the stoniest 
heart; and I may as well admit at once that my 
heart is not stony. In fact I think that, as far 
as the other sex is concerned, I am very much 
of an Irishman, and that it might be truly said 
of me: 

«* Oh, Love is the soul of a true Irishman; 
He loves all that’s lovely, loves all that he can.” 


It’s lucky that Mrs. Lot does not possess a 
jealous disposition. Excellent woman! she has 
not a jealous fibre in her constitution; the yel- 
low monster will never make a disciple of her. 
She does not seem to fear that my affections 
will vary even in the slightest degree, though, 
if the truth be told, I give her opportunities 
enough to imagine that. My raven-haired 
charmer, finding that I did not answer, added: 

“* Besides, Mr. Lot, I can tell from your looks 
that you will make a real good player.’’ 





The cunning girl! And yet she sipped her 
tea as calmly and complacently ag if she had 
not given us a specimen of her acuteness. 

‘* But,”’ said I, “ I don’t know anything about 
the game.”’ 

““Qh,”’ said she, “ I’ll teach you.”’ 

‘Then I strike my flag at once, and surren- 
der at discretion.”’ 

On the following day, Mrs. Lot declined to 
accompany us, and so our next-door neighbor’s 
visitor and I went to the field together. When 
we reached the grounds we found that a game 
was in progress. We watched the game for a 
short time, and then, my irrepressible curiosity 
becoming overpowering, I pulled up one of the 
stakes to see what the bottom of it looked like. 
At this the captain became very much enraged, 
and requested me to replace it. In the next 
game I played, and, as I failed to put my ball 
through the first arch, the field rang with shouts 
of ‘A booby! a booby!’’ I looked over the 
grounds for the individual thus shouted at, and, 
I confess, it was not until after the expiration of 
four or five minutes that I discovered that I was 
a *booby.’? However, I played on manfully 
and endeavored to do my share of the work. 
I tried vainly to discover the meaning of 
a croquet and a roquet, and that mystery of 
mysteries, a roquet-croquet. I was continually 
laboring under the delusion that I was a rover, 
and my ball had an insane way of getting in the 
neighborhood of our opponents. When the 
game ended I was still pegging away at the 
third arch, vainly endeavoring to persuade my 
ball, which seemed to be as obstinate as a 
donkey, that its noblest duty on earth was to 
go through that arch. We walked home in the 
twilight in a meditative mood. 

“‘Isn’t it fun, Mr. Lot?’’ said my fair com- 
panion. 

‘¢ Not when viewed from the third arch, Miss 
Hattie.”’ 

“Why, didn’t you enjoy it?’’ queried she. 

“ To tell you the truth,” replied I: “I’m 
opposed to croquet, opposed to it on principle. 
It leads to so much wickedness.’’ 

“* Now you’re joking,”’ said she. 

* Joking !’’ exclaimed I: ‘I never was more 
serious in my life.’’. 

‘‘What do you mean ?”’ said she. 

“Why, look at this,’’ replied I: “the cap- 
tain very improperly calls you Hat.’’ 

“Well, I don’t object,’’ interrupted she. 

Not heeding her interruption, I continued: 

‘* Now you were playing with the black ball, 
and when it was your turn to play, you hap- 
pened to be talking to me. The captain cried 
out, ‘Black,’ but you did not hear him, so he 
screamed out at the top of his voice, ‘ Black— 
Hat.’ ”’ 

‘‘Was that so very sinful?’’ inquired she 
simply. 

“Do you suppose,’ asked I: ‘that they 


would have called a lady a black-hat in our | 


grandfather’s days? As I was using the green 
ball, I was compelled to keep on the watch 
constantly, for fear that I should be called a 
green-Lot.”’ 

““Would that have been so very far out of 
the way!’’ said she, laughing. 

Paying no attention to her remarks, I went 
on: “Besides, it leads to bad temper. See how 
enraged the captain became when | lifted up 
the stake.”’ 

“‘ And he was right,”’ said she: “‘ youshouldn’t 
have done that.”’ 

“ Besides, it leads to disregard for the feel- 
ings of others,’’ said I: ‘‘ when I failed to pass 
through the first arch they deliberately called 
me a ‘ booby.’”’ 

“* Wellso you were,’’ said she. 

“Perhaps so,’ replied I: ‘* I admit the prob- 
ability of the charge, but, even if they knew it 
to be a fact, why should they have bawled it in 
my ear? Furthermore, your friend Miss Pippin 
insulted me.”’ 





‘Did she?’ said she: “Iam so sorry.’’ 

“Yes,” added I: ‘‘when I remarked that 
the grass was too long, she actually asked me 
if I couldn’t bite it off.’ 

‘Horrible!’ exclaimed Hattie. 

“ But I floored her.’’ 

“Did you really ?”’ said she: “I’m so glad. 
How did you do it?” 

“Why, I replied to her question as follows: 
‘Mademoiselle, I am not Nebuchadnezzar.’ ’’ 

Miss Hattie laughed vigorously ; but, suspect- 
ing that her laughter was slightly sarcastic, I 
continued my remarks: 

“ Besides, croquet leads to cheating.’? 

“ Now, you are severe, Mr. Lot,’’ said she: 
‘*surely I didn’t cheat.’’ 

“But I think you did, Miss Hattie. Not to 
be personal, though, I saw charming young girls, 
prospective ribs, actually push their balls nearer 
to the arches; and worse, a thousand times 
worse, I saw them, with their syren smiles and 
dainty words, tempt young gentlemen to do the 
same thing for them.”’ . 

“Oh, that’s nothing,’’ said she: ‘we all do 
that.”’ 

“Yes, and you all flirt, too. That’s an 
abominable practice, and croquet encourages 
it,”’ said I, 

“Ah, I see,’’ replied she: “you are angry 
because I left you to talk to other gentlemen. 
How could I help it? I must be sociable. And 
besides, you know, you are married and I like 
you ever so much, if Mrs, Lot doesn’t object.’’ 

As Mrs, Lot doesn’t object, I gently insin- 
uated that she might like me as much as she 
pleased. By that time we had reached our 
homes, and I found the wife of my bosom sit- 
ting by the front window. 

“Oh, Mrs. Lot,’’ cried Hattie: ‘“‘we have 
had such a pleasant time, and your husband 
has been so jolly and amusing on the way 
home.”’ 

Jolly and amusing! I had intended to be 
eminently instructive. Thus do we throw away 
our wisdom on young ladies. 

“And you'll go on Friday, won’t you, Mr. 
Lot ?”’ said she. 

‘*T think not, Miss Hattie,’’ said I. 

“Oh, I’m so sorry,’ said she. 

“Never mind,’’ said my wife: ‘I'll go and 
take him with me.’ 

That’s the way Mrs, Lot always settles diffi- 
culties. I suppose she desires to make a per- 
petual booby of me. 





A HAPPY FAMILY. 


Pulled from the breast, squeezed from the bottle, 
Stomachs will sour and milk will curdle; 

Baby hallelujah all that night, 

Household bumping heads in awful fright. 
Don’t deny, ’twas thus with Victoria, 

Night was hideous without CASTORIA; 

When colic left; for peaceful slumber, 

All said their prayers and slept like thunder. 








FicTIon is the name of a weekly, the first number of 
which appeared on Monday. Asits name implies, it will 
only print stories, but these may be either long or short. 
In this issue there are three which will be continued in 
the next, while two are complete. The new venture is 
under the auspices of a coterie of clever young /it/érateurs 
and journalists and of the publishers of Puck, and if en- 
terprise and good taste can achieve success, FICTION is 
sure to do so, Its appearance is exceedingly neat, and 
the contents indicate that it aims to reach the best class of 
readers. All the stories are original, and the conductors 
promise that they shall always be so, and also that noth- 
ing of an objectionable character shall ever be admitted. 


In size, it consists of thirty-two quarto pages, printed on 
heavy white paper. It certainly deserves to meet with 
every encouragement from the public, and there is tittle 


doubt that it.will receive it—Mew York Daily Graphic. 

The following numbers of Puck will be bought at this 
office, No. 21 & 23 Warren Street, at TEN CENTS per 
copy: Nos. 1, 2, 4, 5, 6, 9, 10, 11, 12, 13, 14, 15, 16, 
17, 18, 19, 20, 21, 22, 24, 25, 26, 37, 38, 39, 40, 41, 42, 
43> 445 47, 48, 50, 53, 56, 78, 79, 80, 82, 83, 94, 105s 
106, 107, 108, 114, 117, 121. 
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HEN the FIRST COOL 
CHILLINESS of the 
FALL developes, NOTHING 
can give more comfort than 
a HOT DRINK made 
from the Genuine Brown's 
Ginger, a teaspoonful or 
two with a few lumps of 
sugar and a half a pint of 
boiling water. It causes the 
skin to act, and strengthens 
and comforts, 


Frederick Brown, 
Philadelphia. 





STRAITON & STORMS 


LATEST 


opal Owl Seqars 


The finest they have ever produced, 
AND 


Royal Owl Cigarettes, 


ALL HAVA A TOB4 CO, 


FREE FROM ALL ADULTERATIONS, AND GUARAN- 
TEED AS FINE AS CAN BE MADE FROM TOBACCO. 


Smokers will find the Ow. Havana CiGARETTES Pure Rice 
Paper Wrappers, the best of the kind offered for sale. 





$777 a Year and expenses to agents. Outfit free. Address 
P. O. VICKERY, Augusta, M-. 





ADOLESCENT IMPIETY. 


The church Was still, the sermon long. The air 

Heavy with scent of hay, stole in the door 

Thrown open wide, round which the brier fair 

Clustered in rosy fragrance. On the floor 

The crimsoned sunbeams lay, and one soft 
glow 

Thrown by the pictured pane, fell dim around 

A golden curly head, hung sleepy low, 

A baby angel with a halo crowned. 

A childish voice begins, “‘ See pwetty light!’ 

Then mother’s whisper: ‘‘ Hush, for God is 
here, 

This is God’s house, my darling.’’ 
bright 

Blue eyes look questioning, until the clear 

Sweet voice says plaintively, while drowsy blink 

The little orbs—‘‘ God talks too much, | fink!’’ 

— Geo. D. Bayard, in Brooklyn Eagle. 


‘THE sign “ Beware of Pickpockets”’ is placed 
at the Niagara Falls depot. It is mighty rough 
on the hackmen, though warranted by the facts. 
Of course fewer visitors would get swindled if 
the sign read “ Beware of Hackmen,’’? many 
persons not being aware that the terms are 
synonymous until after they leave Niagara.— 
Phil, Bulletin. 

“DE BANJo—yum! If you want my dog— 
my hoss_ my house an’ lot, play me de banjo 
an’ keep time wid yer fut. I spect de music of 
angelic harps am sweet an’ soft an’ dreamy; 
but if dey want to keep us cull’d folks satisfied 
up dar, a leetle mo’ banjo an’ a leetle le:s harp 
am de fust prescription.’’— Brother Gardner, 

‘THE Niagara Falls Gaze/fe advertises the find- 
ing of a pocketbook in the streets of that vil- 
lage. As it was empty, the chances are that 
the owner had hired a hack for half an hour, 
and then, having no further use for the pocket- 
book, threw it away.— Exchange. 

THE boy who has been lively as a cricket all 
summer suddenly shows a predilection for head- 
ache at the first sound of the schoo!-bell.— Zor- 
onto Grip. 

THERE are eighteen “ greatest living Topsys”’ 
on the American stage, with the backwoods of 
Michigan yet to be heard from.— Boston Post. 


Then the 





Boston Or.tors never disclose 

‘Ihe real source whence their eloquence flows— 
Believe me, it comes after dinner wr Junch, 
From a flowing bowl of Graves’ Hus } uncH. 


CHEW! 





CHEW! 
GOLD COIN TOBACCO, 


LYONS’ UMBRELLAS 
ArE STAMPED ‘‘ Lyon, MAKER,’’ AND ARE ONLY For SALE BY 
First-CLass DEALERS. 


1 eee CONCERTS, 14th ST., NEAR 6th AVE. 
EVERY AFTERNOON «ND EVENING. 











“JUST OUT.” 
BOOK OF INSTRUCTION 
IN THE USE OF 
INDIAN CLUBS, 
\ DUMB.-BELLS, 


And other exercises. Also in the Games of 


QUOITS. ARCHERY. ETC. 
Fully illustrated, bound in cloth. Price 25 
Cents. SENT TO ANY PART OF THE U. 8. 
ON THE RECEIPT OF 30c POSTAGE STAMPS 
M. BORNSTEIN. Publisher, 
15 Ann St. New York. 









THE MOST 
Extensive Manufacturers of Billiard Tabies in the World 


The J. M. Brunswick & Balke Co., 


No. 724 BROADWAY. 
NEWEST AND MOST ELEGANT STYLES. 
The unequalled ‘Monarch’ Cushions which we warrant for 10 years. 


Billiard Materials, Cloth, Balin, Cues, &c., 
OF OUR OWN MANUFACTURE AND IMPORTATION. 


THE J. M. BRUNSWICK & BALKE CO., 








Cincinnati, Chicago, St. Louis and N° W \ ORK. 





‘JACOBS 


TRADE » MARK. 










PaaS : 


MAN REMEDY 
RHEUMATISM, 


Neuralgia, Sciatica, Lumbago, 


Backache, Soreness of the Chest, Gout, 
Quinsy, Sore Throat, Swellings and 
Sprains, Burns and Scalds, 
General Bodily Pains, 


Tooth, Ear and Headache, Frosted Feet 
and Ears, and all other Pains 
and Aches. 


No Preparation on earth equals St. Jacogns OIL as 
a sufe, sure, simple and cheap External Remedy. 
A trial entails but the comparatively trifling outlay 
of 50 Cents, and every one suffering with pain 
can have cheap and positive proof of its claims. 


Directions in Eleven Languages. 


SOLD BY ALL DRUGGISTS AND DEALERS IN 
MEDICINE. 


A.VOGELER & CO., 


Baltimore, Md., U. 8. A. 


EPPS’S COCOA. 


GRATEFUL—COMFORTING, 


‘* By a thorough knowledge of the natural laws which govern 
tre operations of digestion and nutrition, and by a careful appli- 
ca.ion of the fine properties of well-selected cocoa, Mr. Epps has 
provided our breakfast-tables with a delicately flavored beverage 
which may save us many heavy doctors’ bills It is by the judici- 
ous use of such articles of diet that a constitution may be grad- 
ually built up until strong enough to resist every tendency to di- 
sease. Hundreds of subtle maladies are floating around us ready 
to attack whereever there is a weak point. We may escape many 
a fatal shaft by keeping ourselves well fortified with pure blood 
and a properly nourished frame.— Crz7l Service Gazette. 

Sold only in soldered tins, half and pound, labelled 


JAMES EPPS & CO., 
Homeopathic Chemists, London, England. 


Established 1838. 


PACHTMANN & MOELICH, 


Importers, Manufacturers and Dealers in 
Watches, Diamonds, Jewelry, 
Solid Silver & Plated Wares, 

363 CANAL STREET, 
Bet. S. 5th Ave. & Wooster St., New York 
Bargains in every department. 

American Watches, $7. Stem Winders, $12. 
Solid 14 k. Gold) American Stem Winder, $50. 
Diamond Studs, $10 and upwards. Wedding 
Rings, $ and upwards. Th ‘argestassortmentof 
Jewelry at lowest prices. Repairing of every de- 
scription neatly executed. Goods sent C. 0. D to 
any part of the U.S. New Dlustrated Price List. 


GOLD MEDAL, PARIS, 1878. 
BAKER’S 


Breakfast Cocoa. 
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F Ve Warranted absolutely pure 


Cocoa, from which the excess 

of oil has been removed. It is a 

delicious drink, nourishing and 

strengthening; easily digcsted; 

admirably adapted for invalids 

as well as persons in health, 

Sold by Grocers everywhere. 

W. BAKER & COv, 

Dorchester, Mass. 
Plumber and Practical 


Sanitary Engineer, 
10th Avenue, cor. 151st St, N. Y. 
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CLEAR or MIXED 


Cooled on Ice, | With Fine Ice, 


ADELICIOUS DRINK 


(Pure and Wholesome) 


For use in Families, Hotels, 
Club , Picnics, Parties, ete, 


HUB PUNCH 


RE‘ DY ON OPENING, 


The thing needed in wine cellars. 





Delightful as an after-dinner 
Cordial, and a refreshing Bev- 
erage when mixed with Water, 
Soda, Lemonade, Cold Tea, 
Milk, ete. 

** Like nectar.’’"— Boston Courter. 

“€ Delicious.’’—Boston Transcript. 

“‘ Invaluable for a little treat. 

Many lack the savorr /atre to brew Punch. 

Hub Punch is indispensable wherever 
known.”’— Sfirit of the Times, N.Y. 

Hub Punch owes its Popularity to the pur- 
ity and exquisite flavor of its components. 
The delicious, cooling juice of selected Limes 
and Lemons united as prime ingredients 
with Choice Imported Liquors in this de- 
lightful article, imparts a tonic quality, 
highly approved by physicians. 

CAU FION.—The Wide Popularity of HUB PUNCH has 

to the appearance of inferior imitations composed of cheap, 
deleterious material, and utterly unworthy of patronage. Retect 
these and see that you oltain the genuine, with the name o7 
“THE HUB PUNCH REGISTERED” —élown in the glass, 
also the name of the proprietors under the capsule over the cork 
of each bottle. All infringements will be promptly prosecuted. 


Sold by Grocers, Wine Merchants and Druggists. 
C. H. GRAVES & SONS, Prop’s, Boston, Mass. 











D. A. MAYER, Importer, 
526 Broadway, and 103 & 105 E. 14thSt., N. Y. 


Hungarian 
Wines. 


The only House in the 
United States where 
Hungaria.: Wines are 
sold, which has been 
Awarded for “Purity” 
and “Sbperior Qual- 
ity” bythe Centennial 


Commissioners, 1876 

No connection with 
any other House in the 
United States. 
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PRINCIPAL DEPOT OF 


EUROPEAN MINERAL WATERS. 


Apollinaris, Hunyadi, Carlsbad, Ems, Friedrichshall, 
Gieshibler Homburg, Kronthal, Kissingen, Marienbad, Piillna- 
Schwalbach, Selters, Taunus, Vichy, Birmensdorf, Wilhems- 
quelle, and fifty others. 
DEPOT FOR ALL AMERICAN WATERS. 
Bottlers of RinGLER’s New York, Cincinnati, Toledo and Mil- 
waukre Beer. Agents for 
GEBRUEDER HOEHL, Geisenheim. Rhine Wines. 
TH. LAMARQUE & CO., Bordeaux. Clarets. 
DUBOIS FRERE & CAGNION, Cognac. Brandies. 


P. SCHERER & CoO., 
48 Barclay Street, New York. 


Anhenser-Busch Brewing Assoc. 1 


ST. LOUIS, Mo. 
We are now receiving daily shipments of this Brewery’s cele- 
brated Beer, which is finding so much favor at the Metropolitan 
Concert Hall, azd in all places where it is sold. Dealers who 


wish to keep it will please apply to 


A.C. L. & 0. MEYER, Sole Agents, 
49 Broad Street, NEW YORK. 





SELF-ESTEEM played almost as important a 
part in Roman politics as it does in our own. 

The Romans didn’t term it cheek. 

They softened it down and called it /acio “s- 
Sue, 

Life insurance agents can tell you all about 
it, and more too. They can talk goo pounds 
to the square inch. 

Contemplating the Roman government un- 
der the reign of Julius Caesar, we are struck 
with the happy reflection that it was not handi- 
capped by State Legislatures. 

But it is not my province to intrude on poli- 
tics, nor am I constructed to make stump 
speeches, 

Yet I believe there are honest men in p litics 
as well as out—and I know just how lonesome 
they feel. I have sat in churches beside poli- 
ticians so pure, so upright, virtuous and honest, 
that when the contribution-box was passed they 
actually refrained from taking anything out. 
It is such trying scenes as this that bring all of 
a n.an’s good qualities up from the slimy depth 
of corruption to the broad, smiling surface of 


the sea of conscience.—AModern Argos Life of 


Julius Casar. 

Saip he: “ And you love me better than all 
the world beside ?’’ *“ Yes,’’ said she. ‘“ And 
you love me better than anybody else ?”’ said 
he. ‘Yes, dearest”? ‘And you wuuldn’t 
think any more of me if I was worth a million 
dollars ?’? Said she: ‘* No; and if 1 was a rich 
heiress yot. wouldn’t want to marry me any 
more than you do now?’’ ‘‘No, darling.’ 
They were not lying, gentle reader; they were 
simply courting, that was all._— L.vchange 

A CHICAGO writer, wishing to be as helpful as 
possible to the new administration, eirnestly 
advises the President to take off those side 
whiskers and give us a goatee.—/euisville Cour- 
wer-Journal, 

““IGNORANCE”’ writes to ask us if buttress is 
the feminine of butter ?—J onkers Gazelle. 


5 


{Wausau Centr | Wiscons n ] 

Being asked concerning the Oil, Mr. Aug. Kickbusch 
informed the questioner that St. Jacobs Oil had proved 
an excellent and most useful remedy in every family that 
had used it. A large majority of cases pronounced in- 


curable have been entirely cured. 





Ansostu:a Bitters are the best remedy for removirg in- 
digestion and all diseases originating from the digestive orgars- 
3ew-re cf counterfeits. Ask your grocer or druggist for the 
ge ‘vine article, manufactured by Dr. J. G. B. Siegert & Sens. 





DO NOT THINK that Sapolio is a FANCY ARTICLE 
because it is put up in an attractive style. 

It will do more Work and will doit better than 
Thrce Catcs of any MINE AL cr SCOURING 
Soap ever made. 





BETTER and CHEAPER than SOAP 


FOR ALL 


HOUSE CLEANING PURPOSES. 
IT WILL CLEAN 


Paint, Marble, Oil Cloths, 
Utensils, Windows, &c. 
IT WILL POLISH 


Tin, Brass, Copper and Steel Wares of ?ll kinds better .han 
Emery or Rotten Stone—ASK FOR IT—Take nothing as a 
substitute for it—It is the Best and Cheapest Scouring Soap. 


jath Tubs, Crockery, Kitchen 


TRY HAND SAPOLIO 


for an everyday Toilet and Bath Soap—It has no equal. 








Grocers and Druggists Sell our Goods. 








A. Werner & Co., 


808 BROADWAY, NEW YORK, 









BEWARE OF COUNTERFEITS. 
An excellent appetizing tonic of 
exquisite flavor, now used over 
the wko'e world, cures Dyspep- 
sia, Diarrhea, Fever and Ague, 
and a: disorders of the Digestive 
Organs. A few drops impart a 
de.icious flavor to a g'ass of cham- 
pane, and to all srmmer drinks 
Try it, but beware of counterfeits. 
Ask your grocer or druggist for 
the Genuine artic'e, manufactured 
by J. G. B. SIEGERT & 
SONS. 
J. W. HANCCE, Sole Ag’t 


annowns Or §=—s 551 Broadway, N.Y. 





KARL HUTTER’S 4 
Patent Lightning (am 


Bottle Stoppers {i 






Also a Full Assortment of 
LAGER AND WEISS BEER. 
WINE AND BRANDY BOTTLES. 
SpeciaL ATTENTION Parp To Orpers W1TH NAME 
Biown In Tue Botttes. 

A Large Selection Of Bottler’s Supplies, 
KARL HUTTER, 


185 Bowery, New York. 
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TAPE WORM. 


INFALLIBLY CURED with two spoons of medicine in two or 
three hours. For particulars address with stamp to 
H. EICKHORN, No. 6 St. Marks Place, New York. 





The following numbers of Puck will be bought at this 
office, 21 and 23 Warren Street, at 10 cents per copy: 
Nos. 1,2, 4, 5, 6, 9,10, 11, 12, 18, 14, 15, 
16, 17, 18, 19, 20, 21, 22, 24, 25, 26, 37, 88, 
89, 40, 41, 42, 48, 44, 47, 48, 50, 53, 56, 78, 
79, 80, &2, 83, 94, 105, 106, 107, 108, 114, 
117, 121. 
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PUCK. 








No. 194 FIFTH AVENUE, 
Under Fifth Ave. Hotel. 

No. 212 BROADWAY, 
Corner Fulton Street. 


(ae- STYLES ARE CORRECT !! 


KNOX, 


THE HATTER’S 


WORLD RENOWNED 


| ENGLISH HATS, 
“Martin’s” Umbrellas. 
“DENTS” GLOVES. 
Foreign Novelties. 


QUALITY — THE BEST !! en 


Agents for the sale of these remarkable FAX "E"& § can be found in every city in the U. S. 


All Hats manufactured by this house are the recognized standard of excellence throughout the world. None genuine without the trademark. 


= 





THE ORGUINETTE 





1s THE MOST WONDERFUL Ln — IN 
STRUMENT IN THE WO 


IT PLAYS EVERYTHING—SACRED, SECULAR 
AND POPULAR! 


IT IS A MARVEL OF CHEAPNESS, AND THE KING OF 
MUSICAL INSTRUMENTS ! 


Large Pipe Organs, Pianos and Reed Orgars may all be seen 
operating mechanically as Orguir zttes, Musical Cabinets, and 
Cabinettos, at the most novel and inte resting music ware rcoms 
in the world. 


No. 831 Broadway, 


Between 12th and 13th Sts., NEW YORK. 


THE MECHANICAL ORGUINETTE Co. 


Sole Manufacturers and Patentees, 8a3~ Send for Cirealar. 


y’ oWils, we 
» TEN ps 


Short fb BAND! 


B EAD ED GE’ 
+CUFFS: 
ALWAYS GIVE 
SATISFACTION 
THE BEST MADE 


KEEPS SHIRT 


ALWAYS THE BEST. 
KEEP’S PATENT PARTLY MADE SHIRTS, 


6 for $6; easily finished. 
KEEP’S CUSTOM eae tO Perfect Fitting, to mea- 
sure, 6 for 

The best assortment of FANCY SHIRTINGS i in French 
Penangs and Scotch Cheviots to be found in the city. 

UNDERWEAR in Gauze, Gossamer and Summer Merino; 
JEAN DRAWERS, best quality, picne twilled.) 

LISLE THREAD GLOVES (best imported), at lowest 
prices; COLLARS, CUFFS, HANDKERCHIEFS, 
HOSIERY, NECKWEAR, JEWELRY, UMBREL- 
LAS, & 


Exoccep Manufacturing Co., 
412 TREMONT STREET, BOSTON. 
637,& 1193 BROADWAY, and 80 NASSAU ST., N. Y. 


NICOLL The Tailor, 


620 BROADWAY, 
And Nos. 139 to 151 Bowery, New York. 


Pantstoorder .... ... $4 to $10. 
Suits to order.......... -$15to $40. 
Winter Overcoats, from $15 up. 
Samples with instructions for SELF-MEASUREMENT sent free to 
every part ofthe United States. Branch stores in all principal cities. 


WM. NEELY. 


BOOTS .a8 SHOES 


$48 Bowery, Cor. Great Jones St. 
WHOLESALE HOUSE, CORNER CHURCH AND DUANE STREETS. 
A full line of E. C. Burt’s Fine Shoes. 
ge Ail Goods marked in Plain Figures. -@y 
Fall and Winter Styles Now Ready. 


DO YOUR OWN PRINTING 


Presses and outfits from $3 to $500 
Over 2,000 styles of type. Catalogue a 
reduced price list free. 


H. HOOVER, Phila., Pa. 

































NEVER press a truthful child to tell all it 
knows, Mrs, Marrowfat’s little Aristides was 
late for dinner, at which there happened to be 
that day several ladies of the church sewing 
circle, and as soon as he made his appearance 
she addressed him sharply: 

“Where have you been, sir ?”’ 

‘*Mother,”’ responded the veracious boy: “I 
cannot tell a lie; I found some rabbits’ eggs 
and I’ve been setting them under the old hen,”’ 
—Brooklyn Eagle, 


THERE’S a woman on Upperten Avenue with 
ason whose ears stand out from his head like 
wings, at right angles, and when his fond mam- 
ma. takes him to the photographer for a picture, 
she fastens them back to his head with little 
pieces of shoemaker’s wax.— Boston Transcript. 


AT THE Norwalk fair is exhibited a machine 
for hatching eggs. Last year it hatched out 
five thousand chickens, ‘That’s all right; but 
what we want to see is a machine that will hatch 
out chickens under eleven years of age for 
boarding-house pies.— Hawkeye. . 


FICTION, in one of its latest stories, ‘‘ Love 
in a Castle,’’ describes Prince Leopold as a 

“‘sickly-looking, priggish young man.’’ He 
belongs, no doubt, to the sick semper tyrannis 
family.—A ndrews’s Am. Queen, 


How sweet the moonlight sleeps upon this 
bank where the defaulting cashier is now cook- 
ing up his abbreviated balances.—M. J. Com- 
mercial Advertiser, 





{Mt. Clemens, (Mich.) True Record.] 
W. T. Lee, Esq., of this paper says: Being convinced 
of the efficacy of St. Jacobs Oil in curing rheumatism, I 
have no hesitancy in recommending it. 


AN ILLUSTRATED WEEKLY. 








[AROUND THE Wor LD.] 


PUBLISHED EVERY SATURDAY. 


The Pioneer High Class Paper in the German Language. 

The Pictures will be the Work of 
THE BEsT ARTISTs, 
and will depict in the most forcible and realistic manner 
CuRRENT EVENTS 
in all Parts of the World, and Objects of Artistic 

Interest Worthy of Reproduction. 

The Illustrations of Incidents will be Strictly what they 

Purport to be, and not Imaginary Delinea- 

tions of Anticipated Occurrences. 





The Literary Department will be under the Editorial 
Direction of CASPAR BUTZ, 
Assisted by the Best Available Talent in this Country 
and in Germany. 





No Pains or Expense will be Spared to make 
' “UM DIE WELT” 
Worthy of a High Place in American Journalism and of 
the Support of Our German Fellow Citizens. 





Price, Ten Cents per Copy. Five Dollars per Year. 
KEPPLER & SCHWARZMANN, Publishers, 
21 and 23 Warren Street, New York 








Send one, two, three, or five dol- 
lars for a sample box, by express, cf 
the best Candies in America put up 
elegantly and strictly pure. Reters 
to all Chicago. Address, 

C. F. GUNTHER, Confectioner, 


78 Madison Street, Chicago. 
Ne DEBILITY, VI.AL WEAKNESS 





and PROSTRATION, from overwork, etc., is radi- 

cally and promptly cured by Humphreys’ Homeo- 

pathic Specific No. 28. Been in use 20 years, and is 

the most successful remedy known. Price $x per vial, or 5 

vials and vail of powder for $5, sent post free on ree of price. 
Humphreys’ my omy Medicine Co. 

09 Fulton Street, New York. 


THE MOST POPULAR IN USE, 
DE MES MNos.:048, 14, 130,333, 162. 
For SALE BY ALL SrariowEns. 
ESTERBROOK STEEL P 
Works, Camden, N.J. 36 Tha St. New York 
2 A SAO A REI ARREARS RIE RRS Nn EM ts 


Our new Stylo hic Pen tented), ha the 

fuplex interchangenble bine sect mist the very latest 

provement. EST PEN Co., Room 
B Broadway, New York. ond fo IC PERO 


JOSEPH GILLOTT'S 
STEEL PENS 


Soto BrALl DEALERS TawRovGHour aE WORLO: 
GOLD MEDAL PARIS EXPO SITION-1872, 


DECKER 'S 


POOL and BILLIARD TABLES, 


with Patent Corded Edge Cushions, warranted superior 
to all others, and sold at low prices and on easy terms. 
Good second had tables always on hand. 


WAREROOMS, 726 BROADWAY.NEW YORK, 
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The Greatest Healing Agent and 
Pain Conquerorin the World. 


' 
Bewnre of Counterfeits and Imitations! 


BOKER’S BITTERS. 


The best Stomach Bitters known, containing moet valu- 
able medicinal properties in all cases of Bowel complaints; 
a sure specific against Dyspepsia. Fever and Ague, &c. A 
fine cordial initself, if taken pure. Itis also most excellent 
for mixing with other cordials, wines, &c. Comparatively 
the cheapest Bitters in existence 

, 78 Jobn St.. N. Y. 


L. FUNKE, Jr., Sole Agent, P. 0. Bex 1¢2 





AMERICAN 


Star Soft Capsules. 


CHEAPEST, QUICKEST, SUREST, BEST, 
AND MOST RELIABLE SOFT CAPSULES. 
Genuine Onty IN : 
Metallic Boxes, Star Stamped on Cover, with 
Blue Wrapper with Star Monogram. 


Victor E. Mauger & Petrie, 








110 Reade Street, New York. 



























































PUCK. 





DECK 


BROTHERS: 


PIANOS, 


33 UNION SQUARE, N. Y. 


JOM 5)’ 


ILLUSTRATED QUARTERLY 


BABMBZAR, 


NOW READY. 





Price 15 Cents per Number. 
Containing a full descriptive account of the 


INCOMING FASHIONS, Illustrated, 

HOME DECORATIONS, Illustrated, 

YOUNG FOLKS’ COLUMN, Illustrated, 
STORIES BY EMINENT AUTHORS, Illustrated, 
COOKING RECEIPTS, &c., &c. 





Mailed, postage paid, price 50 cents per year. 


Special inducements to Clubs. Send for terms and list of 


premiums, &c. 
0. JONES, Publisher, 


175 EIGHTH AVENUE, NEW YORK. 


CARPETS. 


ARNOLD, 
CONSTABLE & CO. 


Have now in Store their Fall Importations of 
FOREIGN CARPETS, 
CHENILLE AXMINSTERS, 
ROYAL WILTONS, 
SSELS, 





BODY BRU. 
In the Newest Designs, and in Coloring adapted 
to the present style of decorations. 
ALSO, 
AMERICAN CARPETINGS, 
Chenille Axminsters, Wiltons, Body 


Brussels, Tapestries and Ingrains; 
Oilcloths, Linoleums, Rugs, 


and Mats. 
INDIA WHOLE CARPETS. 
Masulipatam, ASra, 
Bha gulpore, Ellore, 
Mahratta, Scinde, 
Khokand, Lahore, 
Kashmir, Turkey, 
Tersian, Punjaub. 


BROADWAY, COR. {9th ST. 
IMPERIAL GERMAN MAIL 


Bg North German Lloyd 


»tHAMSHIP LINE between 


New York, Southampton & Bremen 
Sailing every Saturday. 
‘ompany’s Pier, foot of Second Street, Hoboken. 
M .va2s.....0aturday, Oct r5th | NECKAR....... Sat., Oct. 2oth 
RHEIN.,...Saturday, Oct. 22nd | MAIN.....Saturday. Nov. 5th 
Rates of passage from Nit W YORK to SOUT HAMPTON, 
HAVRE, or BREMEN: 

First Cabin, $100; Second Cabin, $60; Steerage; $50. 
Return tickets at reduced rates. Prepaid Steerage Certificates, $08 
OELRICHS & CO., General Agents, No. 2 Bowling Green. 


When using Postage Stamps as part 
of payment, Subscribers will please 
send One-cent or Two-cent 
Stamps only. 















THE BOY BUCCANEER. 


From the advance sheets of “The Boy Buc- 
caneer; or, A Pirate at Eleven,” we extract the 
following superb passage. Now is the time for 
our young friends to get up clubs: 

As the good ship keeled over on her mizzen 
poop, breached to, went aback and luffed the 
bilge, Daring Davy leaped over the sheets of 
flame that poured from her lee futtocks and 
wrapped the after bowsprit in its fiery embrace, 
and, placing a cutlass in his teeth, bounded over- 
board. 

The lurid light illuminated the inky storm 
swept waste for miles around, and he could see 
at the distance of four miles the streaming 
golden hair and heaven raised blue eyes of 
Milly Morningglory, the skipper’s daughter, as 
she clung to the slats of a chicken coop that 
every moment threatened to disappear beneath 
the tremendous billows. (In the Adriatic the 
waves are often fifteen and a quarter feet high. 
See Appendix.) Davy has scarcely made a 
dozen vigorous strokes, when the frigateen blew 
up with a tremendous shock, like the banging 
of a picnic car door. ‘The blazing mainmast 
fell directly on top of the young hero’s head 
and carried him down tothe bottom of the 
raging sea. ‘lo cut himself loose from the rig- 
ging was but the work of a moment, and as he 
rose to the surface again, the juvenile miner- 
alogist tore a small piece of rock from the reef 
on which he stood and placed it in his pocket. 
On emerging he examined the fragment. 

“Tt is a coral reef,” he exclaimed, ‘‘ and this 
is the work of those wonderful insects, the tiny 
masons of the sea.” (See Appendix.) 

Davy had gained another mile in his progress 
toward the hencoop when he descried rushing 
toward him the huge dorsal fin of a gigantic 
shark. As the hideous monster turned over and 
opened its yawning jaws to seize him, the intre- 
pid boy could plainly discern its sixteen blood- 
curdling rows of celluloid teeth and yellow belly 
with bluish spots. 

“It is the true man-eating yellow jack of the 
tropics,” said the young pirate, feeling in his 
pea-jacket for a glass bomb, ‘‘ the species classi- 
fied by Audubon as the piscis snatchis ferox,” 
(See Appendix,) and he scarcely dropped the 
bomb into the gaping demon star-trap beneath 
him. 

‘The shark blew up with aloud report, and 
the noble boy battled onward against the roar- 
ing surges. 

A few minutes later an enormous whale bore 
down on Daring Davy, with its eyes flashing 
and its mouth open, in which it rattled its whale- 
bones like a corset factory in full operation. 
Holding his cutlass upright behind his back, 
Davy suddenly dived beneath the ponderous 
mass and ripped it clear open from head to tail. 

‘It was an eight hundred-barrel cetacean, 
the sperm or right whale of commerce. Singu- 
lar that it should exist in this latitude,” (See 
Appendix,) murmured the piratical young nat- 
uralist. 

A few more sturdy strokes brought him along- 
side of the hencoup. Just as he was about to 
climb upon it, and clasp the beautiful Milly to 
his crime stained but noble heart, he felt a 
clammy grasp seize his right toe. “Davy turned 
a deathly pale. 

“It is the dread scourge of the Pacific, the 
Octopus, or devil fish!” (See Appendix,) he ex- 
claimed with a shudder. 

[lo be continued in our next.| —Derrick 


Dodd in San Francisco Post. 


‘«« Excuse me for the liberty [ take,’’ as the 
convict remarked when = escaped from tne 
State Prison.—Lowell Citize 

‘THERE is joy in the cane of the man who 
carries an umbrella every day in the year wait- 
ing a favorable opportinity to pity the rest of 
the uncovered world.— Commercial Adverfiser. 
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IO TION. 


THE PUBLICATION TO ENJOY ON THE 
CARS, ON THE STEAMBOAT, ON 
THE OCEAN, AND EVERY: 
WHERE. 


Iwo. 7 Contains: 
DON SANCHE2’s PROFESSION —(Complete.) 
Love’s Own Limirs—Part First—(‘l'o be concluded.) 
THE MysTEeR1ous SKErcH—(Complete.) 


JEANNE—Chapters XXII. to XXIV.—(To be continued.) 


MERELY AN Episop—E—(Complete. ) 
LOVE Is Bii.spb—Chaps. XXIV. to XXIX.—(To be con- 
tinued.) 


Likely to thrive. —M. Y. //erald. 

Fresii and vigorous. —Aos/on Zimes. 

Original and elegant.— Camden Fost. 

It fills an unoccupied ficld.—A. Y. Afaii. 

Moral and e evated in tone.— Delaware News. 

Of an excellent order of literature.—A’. //. Register. 

Will undoubtedly prove a great success.— AN. Y. £x- 
press. 

It is edited with marked ability.—M. ¥. Commercial 
ldvertiser. 

It supplies just what the people want and must have.— 
Rochester Express. 

Devoted entirely to original and wholesome American 
stories.— Norristown Herald, 

The initial number does credit to the publishers of 
Puck.— Cincinnati Enquirer. 

First-class stories, new, and such as all classes can read 
with benefit.—A’ochester Express, 

If enterprise and good taste can achieve success, Iic- 
TION is sure to do so.—A. VY. Graphic. 

The new and charming story paper * * full 
of interesting narratives. —//ackensack Republican, 

Promises to win a good name for itself if quality and 
and enterprise are appreciated. —Philadelphia American. 

FICTION is a new departure from a stereotyped story 
paper, and will undoubtedly prove a great success.— 
N.Y. Express. 

An appetizing publication in every way * * 
appealing to refined tastes, and displaying a high order of 
literary merit.—J%tésburg Chronicle. 

Fiction will become one of our most popular publica 
tions. It contains thirty-two pages, printed in large, clear 
type, and the stories are bright and readable.—¥ewsh 
Aavocate, 

Ficrion, the new story paper started by the publishers 
of Puck, is a decidedly popular cast, and its success may 
be confidently predicted. It is fur the million, and the 
million will not be long in discovering its merits.—//ome 
Fournal. 

FICTION is written by Americans for Americans; it is 
clear, wholesome, pure and clever, and ought to cut into 
the sales of the old English reprints and bad French 
translations which make up the so-called ‘libraries ” now 
so popular.—. Y. Star. 

Eminently fitted to create a taste for a better class of 
reading among the lovers of romance. The stories, while 
being highly interesting, are at the same time pure and 
dignified in style and conception, and contain nothing 
that is pernicious.— Columbus Sunday Capital. 

Ficrion, the new New York weekly publication, con- 
taining only stories, is a hit. ‘The stories are of different 
lengths, and are of an elevating character. In point of 
size, type and general make up it is attractive, and the 
publishers have scored a success. —Brvokin Eagle. 

The first attempt ever rade to supply the American 
public with sound and wholesome romantic literatuie, 
and something far removed from the tlash sensationalism 
of the weekly story-papers, and the cheap sentimentality 
that characterizes many of our magazines.—Sunday 
Courier. 

A publication which seems bound to attain an exten- 
sive popularity is the new weekly of Messrs. Keppler & 
Schwarzmann, entitled Ficrion. Each number contains 
thirty-two pages of convenient form, admirably prin ed, 
and containing only stories. Most of these stories ap- 
pear to be original,* and all of them are interesting. 
Some are continued from week to week, and others are 
completed in one number. Excellent judgment is dis- 
played in the selection of these narratives.—V. Y. Sun. 


* * 


* * 





* Every line in Fiction is, and always will be, absolutely origi- 
Kepecer & ‘SCHWARZMANN, Pullishers Fiction. 
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